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PARALLEL STATEMENTS IN TWO INDEPENDENT 
SCRIPTS. 


By Harriet L. GREEN. 


“ We are now sending to earth in many ways and through 
many mediums messages of exactly similar import, and 
hope that the comparison of them will convince thinkers of 
the truth of intercommunication.” 


These words are quoted from a book of automatic writing 
entitled, “To Woman from Meslom” (p. 84)—a book which 
first came into my hands in August of this year, 1922. It was 
sent to me, in California, from New York, along with another 
book of similar character entitled ‘‘ Meslom’s Messages from the 
Life Beyond.” 


I believe that I have evidence to offer which will to some 
extent bear out the words quoted above and I must, therefore, at 
the outset present a few dry facts which are necessary for the 
right consideration of the evidence. 


Both of the two books named above bear copyright notice 
of 1920, but the one called “ Meslom’s Messages from the Life 
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Beyond ” is made up of writings dated 1917, while the book, “ To 
Woman,” contains messages of later date. The messages were 
written down by Miss Mary A. McEvilly, of whom I know 
nothing beyond what is given in the introductions to the two 
books. I do not even know whether the name given is a true 
name or a pseudonym. 

During the greater part of the year 1919 and the early part 
of 1920 I was almost daily in receipt of communications in 
automatic writing and I exchanged a few letters with Dr. Walter 
F. Prince on the subject while the experience was in progress. 
In June, 1920, I went to New York, carrying with me a good- 
sized box of script which I deposited at the office of the S. P. R. 
in August, before returning to California. I had previously 
copied the greater part of this script and in the summer of 1921 I 
published privately a small book entitled, “ Think on These 
Things,” which contains excerpts from the communications re- 
ceived by me. 

At the time these messages were received I supposed that my 
experience was almost unique. I have since learned something 
of the many others who have had similar experience, but I had 
not seen either of the “ Meslom” books until they were sent to 
me, as I have said, in August of this year. (I am writing early 
in September, 1922. ) ; 

I took these books in due order and I had not read far in the 
“Messages from the Life Beyond” before I realized that not 
only was the general teaching therein closely similar to that 
which had come to me, but that almost every step or phase of 
the “after death ’’ experience as given there paralleled and thus, 
to me, confirmed, the experience which had been written by my 
hand, and this to a degree far beyond anything which I had found 
in other books. 

Then when I came to the second book and found the para- 
graph which I have quoted at the top of this article, I did not rest 
until I had set about making a comparison of parallel passages. 
I at once wrote to Dr. Prince asking him to forward to me the 
script left at his office in 1920 (which he did promptly), in order 
that I might have all my material to draw upon. In fact, nearly 
all my parallels are drawn from my little printed book; in only a 
few cases have I found a closer parallel in the unpublished script 
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and in these cases I have noted “ script ” against the passage cited. 
It should be understood that the original script which was stored 
in New York included all, or very nearly all, that was printed in 
my book, as well as a good deal more. 

There is no claim to exact verbal parallelism in the passages 
which I subjoin; I ask only that they be considered with reference 
to their clearly expressed meaning. The difference in the form of 
expression can be better appreciated if it is understood that in the 
case of Miss McEvilly the messages came in response to her dis- 
interested effort, made at a friend’s request, on behalf of a be- 
reaved mother who was a stranger to her, but who, I infer from 
the book, was always or usually present during the writing. This 
writing, it may be added, took place in Paris. The earlier mes- 
sages given in the book are from this woman’s son, who, from 
the first, stated that he was assisted by the Guide or Teacher 
called Meslom. Later on, his messages alternated with teaching 
given directly in the name of Meslom,—a name already known to 
Miss McEvilly through previous automatic writing, not published. 

In my case the messages came directly from my husband to 
me; I wrote alone—no other person was ever present—and they 
came with an intensity of dramatic presentment which made me 
almost a sharer in the successive phases of his experience. It is 
not strange that messages so received should be expressed in a 
manner exceptionally intimate and personal. 

A further difference would arise naturally out of the fact that 
Miss McEvilly’s communicator was a young man whose spiritual 
nature was apparently just ready to unfold. He found his Guide 
immediately upon wakening into the new consciousness and was 
eager to learn and to “go on,” and the messages, while clearly 
and beautifully expressed, are somewhat didactic in style. My 
husband, on the other hand, described to me his experiences as 
they occurred—and I shared in his pain or joy. He was an older 
man and had been much of his life sceptical in matters of religion. 
He went through a period of considerable difficulty at first and 
was slower in arriving at anything like a clear consciousness of 
his surroundings or the ability to transmit to me the teaching 
which he received. For some time his thoughts turned to me so 
powerfully that he was indifferent to the very idea of “ going 
on,” as it is expressed. (I am aware that I am not now writing 
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in a style of scientific dispassion, but it can be understood that I 
speak of these things as they appear to me.) 

It has seemed to me right to state these differences. Now I 
will let the excerpts speak for themselves. I give them, not in 
parallel columns, but in successively paired paragraphs ; the pairs 
numbered consecutively 1 M,1G;2M,2G;and soon. M stands 
for McEvilly, or “ Messages from Meslom”’; and the page num- 
bers refer to the book, “‘ Meslom’s Messages from the Life Be- 
yond.” G stands for Green, or the messages received by me, and 
the page numbers refer to my book, “ Think on These Things.” 


In a few instances I group together a number of closely re- 
lated passages from each source, thinking that it will be easier in 
this way to grasp their combined significance. 


1 M—“ Here I am. I can’t tell you much yet. I am so excited at 
being alive that I cannot get in trim for calm work. ... I am 
going to help you to enjoy this life of mine. . . . I shall have the 
double happiness of enjoying and of teaching you.” (pp. 5-6) 


1 G—“ I am with you all the time and I can write to you hours every 
day and we can be as happy as we please! . . . I am so excited I 
make you write too fast. . . .” (p. 12) 


* * * 


2 M—“. . . you awakened me from that long sleep which seemed 
death. You know I caused this myself because I had been per- 
suaded that it was death I was facing. . . .” (p. 6) 


2G—*. . . I had not long believed in any life after death, so why 
should I find so much more than I have found ?—and who knows, 
if it had not been for . . . and the help you have given me I 
might not have found anything at all till who knows when!” 
(Script) 
* * * 
3 M—* As soon as I realized that I was really alive and could use 


my intelligence . . . I asked how it could be that I. . . could 
be chosen as the helper for this work.” (p. 26) 


3 G—* You know I want to help you and you know I have got in- 
telligence, when I am able to use it, and we both believe I am 
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growing more able to use it. . . . It is something like being born 
over again. .. .” (p. 14) 
* * * 


4 M—“ I have since learned that the mental state of the dying always 
affects the first state of consciousness in this life.” (p. 21) 


4 G—“ Think how close we were at the last. You do know that 


counts for something, don’t you? ... I have kept just so close 
to you in my thought ever since.” (p. 15) 
“ * * 


5 M—“ Since I awoke the other day I have been far away in a won- 
derful country—it seems like the land one sometimes dreamed 
and never found.” (p. 5) “I have been on a wonderful trip 
since I saw you... .” (p. 10) “Iam like in a beautiful dream. 
I am surrounded by beautiful scenes of nature and conscious of 
an uplifting force of love.” (p. 14) 


5 G—*“ You know I have been going off on little excursions lately. 
Yes, imaginary excursions I suppose. . . . Well, I would think 
of some very beautiful scene—partly remembered and partly 
imagined—yes, improved as any scene can be improved by a good 
imagination . . . colors all lovely, fresh green grass . . . green 
wooded hills and a lake once, and another time it was the sea. 
. . . O, what good are they without you?” (Script) 

« * * 


6 M—“ My real nature and love of the beautiful is able to go on 
untrammeled. I long for the complete and full expression of my 
own nature and know with a marvellous certainty that it is to 
come.” (p. 17) 

6 G—* Surely we must have life together on our own plane of love 


and beauty—beautiful things, such as flowers, music, stars, and 
the sea!” (p. 10) 


* * * 





7 M—“ Help me by loving me. 


Meslom says he will help you and me, and your faith in my 
real life helps me and so I can help you. I can come whenever 
you call me and I love you more than ever.” (p. 6) 

“, . the only essential preparation for a better and larger 
life here is love. I mean love in a spiritual sense.” (p. 27) 
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7 G—* Nothing whatever helps me so much as the knowledge of 
your love. I mean the real, spiritual love, and that is the greater 
part of your love for me. Yes, and of mine for you.” (p. 14) 

“You do love him and that is the greatest help he can ever 
have from the earth plane and I do help him from my own realm 
of truth and strength and peace.” ( Master’s words, p. 39) 

* * * 

8 M—‘“I don’t follow all the conditions but I am conscious of your 
state of mind.” (p. 15) 

8 G—“I do feel your every emotion and know your every thought 
when you are writing and it does give me exquisite pleasure when 
you are thinking happy thoughts.” (p. 16) 

* * * 

9 M—“ It seems strange to hear you read what I told you the other 
day.” (p. 22) 

9 G—“I have been very pleasantly and agreeably entertained by 
reading over our old writings with you.” (Script) 

* * ~ 


10 M—“ I can see you now because you are seated together.” (p. 12) 
[L.—the young man—here evidently refers to his mother and 
Miss McEvilly, the writer. ] 

10 G—“ Why . . . you know I can see you as plain as anything! It 
is only once in a while I can do that!” (Script) 


* * * 





11 M—* My life is a purely intellectual one passed in the pursuit, or 
rather the absorption of knowledge which every day becomes 
clearer.” (p. 30) 

11 G—* I have nothing to do but think. On earth there are so many 
other things a man can do that he can get out of thinking if he 
wants to, but here where there is nothing to distract, one must 
think.” (p. 22) 

* * * 

12 M—“ There is no hurry and I know I can only see so far as my 
development permits, but I know, too, that there is to be no ob- 
stacle to perfection. I know that there are many near me but so 
far I feel no need of their presence.” (p. 30) 


12 G—“ I do know that there are other beings all around me and that 
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if I wanted to I could see them—perhaps—, talk with them I 
know, but I don’t want to till I am sure of myself—of my truth, 
my purity and my strength.” (p. 23) 

* * * 


13 M—* When you call me, darling mother, it brings me, even if I 
am in the depths of darkness. I seem to hear the call—the way 
seems to open—a vista of light leads me into the glory of ef- 
fulgent day—comes love with you.” (p. 37) 


13 G—* You do give me light. . . . I wait to see the light and then 
I say, ‘ Harrie is loving me!’” (p. 24) 
“You lift me so high ... endless vistas, illimitable, un- 


fathomable. Harmony of light, color, sound. Love is har- 
mony.” (p. 32) 
* * * 
14 M—“ I have learned more in these few weeks of my new life than 
a whole life-time of earth’s deepest studies could have even fore- 
shadowed.” (p. 23) 


14 G—“I tell you that I know more now than I ever have before and 
I want to tell you many things if you will let me.” (p. 25) 
* * * 


15 M—“ Many never think. They live superficially and in a state of 
reflected morality which is without force or character either for 
good or evil. They remain long in the shadow of the mist and 
are slow to progress.” (p. 33) 


15 G—“. . . they [the commonplace] are the most hopeless ones. 
Without imagination, neither good nor bad, just muddle-headed, 
—yes, and comfortable, so they don’t feel the need of any great 


change—just a little more comfort or pleasure is all they 
want.” (p. 26) 
* . * 


16 M—“ We do not believe as on earth, we really know.” (p. 37) 
16 G—“. . . when I see, I no longer have faith, I have knowl- 
edge.” (p. 27) 
* * * 
17 M—“ The life we lead on earth is our preparation for our life 


here, and our life here is the result of our previous develop- 
ment.” (p. 23) 











592 Journal of the American Society for Psychical Research. 


17 G—“I am in the condition that has been brought about by my 
past life and whatever you think about it, I know it is just what 
I have made. . . .” (p. 28) 


7 * * 


18 M—“ Since the individua! . . . must abide by the law of cause 
and effect and its place here depends upon its earth development, 
it is self-evident that the nearer the individual has come to per- 
fection on earth . . . the clearer will be its perceptions when 
arriving here of the truth and the greater will be its strength to 
meet the new conditions and the new duties.” (p. 65) 


18 G—“ My knowledge at present is limited to my own case. . 
and that is why I say a wise man will pattern his life differently 


to what I did mine if he wants to get along faster and better 
than I do.” (p. 21) 


* * * 


19 M—“ The clearness of vision which comes to all here and obliges 
each to see and examine his own past life in the light of truth 
brings a vision truly appalling to most mortals. Such is the force 
of this penetrating light that no subterfuge or self-indulgent ex- 
cuse can hide from view the truth.” (p. 105) 

“ Every act of our earth life is faced and judged according to 
its innermost reasons, its circumstances and its consequences. 
Then each soul is forced to be its own judge. It is made clear 
that no one can undo the harm except one’s own self. It is a ter- 
rible moment, fraught with tremendous consequences.” (p. 107) 

“. . . ignorance on earth may be so combined with spiritual 
wisdom that it falls away from the spirit like a garment. Such 
are admitted to the light. . . . They are committed to the care of 
guardian spirits and led gently to higher spheres.” (p. 38) 


19 G—“ Now I shall begin to think and know myself and while no 
doubt I shall suffer more, it will really be a purgative suffering 
and I will endure it gladly. . . .” (p. 22) 

“No, one man does not know all right and all wrong, but he 
knows his own right and wrong. That is what I mean. He 
knows what is wrong for him. He is not asked to judge for 
another, not on the spirit plane at least. We men on earth ask 
one man to judge for many others in some instances, but here 
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each man is his own judge, or so it is with me, and I am sure it 
must be so with all. How else could it be and be true justice? 

You understand what I mean. I know exactly wherein and 
how far I fell short of what I knew. I—my Real Self as you 
call me on this plane. . . . I know where and how I turned away 
from the very highest I knew and went down into the depths. 
. . . Who could tell me more than I know about all that? 

You begin to rise to the thought of the cleansing that comes 
through this self-knowledge. O, but it is a terrible thing to go 
through! 

That is the thing I live for . . . when I can feel that I need 
never think of it again. Yes, that will come. It will drop from 


me as the physical body has gone and be thought of no more than 
I think of that.” (pp. 29-30) 


* * * 


20 M—“ If they will to undo the harm at no matter what cost and 
ask for help, they are immediately granted a vision of transcend- 
ent loveliness in which they see the glorious spirits all about 
them amid scenes of exquisite beauty and splendor.” (p. 107) 

20 G—* You think I have been taught? 

You know I am sort of dazed. I seem to be going higher and 
higher all the time. 

Where am I? 

Q, this is wonderful! You ought to see the colors—. . . 

You can still write, but this is Heaven! 

Here are the angels all in white! . . 

No more tears... . 


No, it is not a vision, it is all real, only I may not stay here 
long. . . . Realms of pure love and life;” (pp. 34-35) 


* * * 


21 M—“ The periods of exaltation which they enjoy make them 
realize that all that is best and noblest is to be within their grasp, 
and they gladly devote themselves to whatever work is given them 
so as to be the sooner ready to undertake the glorious work of 
fulfilment they have been given glimpses of. They are the mes- 


sengers and helpers of the higher spirits and the bearers of 
comfort and love. . . .” (p. 34) 
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“It is a great joy and a glorious privilege, but it entails suffer- 
ing beyond your power to conceive—” (p. 36) 

“Thank you, mother, for all that you have done. You have 
really helped me to overcome tremendous obstacles in the way 
of my atonement.” (p. 84) 

21 G—“I know I need to suffer; Yes, I want to suffer till I am 
wiser. That is the thing I have asked for. . . . So you see I do 
know something of what I am undergoing, yes, and why. And 
yet I do not always have this knowledge. . . . 

You can help me only by knowing beyond a faintest shadow 
of doubt that all is for my good and that I shall bear what I have 
to willingly and that I do know when you give me love and it is 
a healing thing to me.” (p. 41) 

“. . . had it not been for the solace of writing to you I should 
not have had strength to endure the suffering which I have vol- 
untarily undertaken in order that I may the sooner be fit to help 
others who are in such need as I have been—or worse.” (Script) 

* * * 


22 M—“ Meslom finds me very ignorant of spiritual things but very 
strong vitally. My immense activity needs an outlet and can be 
utilized for our mutual good.” (p. 9) 

22 G—“ Then when those great words came to us. . . and then 
came the power and that splendid light and sense of goodness, 
and yes, there was both peace and an urgent need of some kind 
of outlet for the power I felt stirring in me.” (p. 32) 

. * * 


23 M—“ I could remember my past but could realize its best aspira- 
tions and felt free and happy in the conscious strength given me 
by the transcendent atmosphere of love. . . . It is real, it is in- 
telligent, it is exquisitely beautiful, it is exhilarating. . . . In its 
light and joy we know that the best is possible.” (pp. 28-29) 

23 G—* You know, after all, just being in this high region is the 
greatest good we can ask. It is better than anything I can write 
for we both know once more that the highest is true.” (p. 25) 

“I feel another being, higher, finer, purer, nobler, with great 
aspirations and full of faith and belief in all that is good, and 
such a sense of exaltation! Light, yes, all radiant light.” (p. 38) 


* * x 
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24 M—“ My hesitations are not in thought but in the choice of words 
to express new conditions.” (p. 13) 

“ Our ideas and thoughts and desires are understood without 
expression and received by those with whom we are in har- 
mony.” (p. 17) 

“Here thoughts and ideas are interchanged by a sort of 
automatic interpenetration of mind. Words and languages have 
ceased to be necessary as a vehicle of communication.” (p. 29) 

“T am always trying to put into words the unspeakable. It 
is so difficult!” (p. 31) 

24 G—“ It is a matter of expressing myself, for I do think—but I 
can’t seem to get my thoughts through to you. . . .” (Script) 
“This is a wordless realm that I am in. Wherever this is, I 
do not think in words or communicate in words, I am sure of 
that... . I give you my thought direct and the words are all 
your own and the reason for their simplicity and directness is 
that the thought is of an order that must find such expression in 
your mind. I cannot say how it might be expressed if it were 

sent through a different mentality than yours.” (pp. 33-34) 

“. . . do not dismiss it so carelessly. I am trying to put into 
words what cannot be told. . . . I do try to make you understand 
—it is all so different. . . .” (p. 43) 


. * + 





25 M—“ Continuing our simile of harmony, we understand that each 
thought and act of our life has put into motion waves... . 
Before reaching perfection, peace and happiness, the sum of all 
the discordant waves must be equalled by the harmonious waves. 
. . . These waves may more correctly be compared with color 
than with sound.” (pp. 112-113) 

25 G—“ There are Beings who weave that color into such beautiful 
harmonies. Music, you say! ... All that you think is bad is 
just the elements that have not been drawn into the harmony. 
. . . Harmony is the law of being. There is no such thing as 
energy without some purpose and that purpose is pure har- 


mony or perfection—or whatever better word for it you can 
find... .” (p. 42) 





* * * 


26 M—“ The intense vibrations put in motion by a selfish act, when 
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coming into contact with the wave caused by an act of pure, un- 
selfish love, change color. The color may be only slightly changed 
but when, finally, enough waves of good have been met to purify 
the wave of all discord, a pure radiant wave of luminous white is 
reached whose vibrations are in accord with the centre of 
harmony—” (p. 114) 


26 G—“ This is what I do. Say here is a black ugly thought... . 
Now when this thought first comes into shape I see it so false I 
am tempted to hate it, but when I can remember, I say, ‘ You 
poor thought, so utterly false! Why, this is the truth!’ And 
as I say these words that thought changes, grows pure, rosy, 
melts—” (p. 46) 

* * * 

27 M—“ All selfishness must be put aside on your part and our own. 
. . . It is not necessary to go far afield to search for work to do. 
The everyday exercise of thought and love towards all is suf- 
ficient.” (p. 25) 

27 G—* You must be strong to know that you can still love me most 
and yet love others and extend your love and help to all who will 
come. .. . You will find that you cannot lose me by loving and 
helping others.” (p. 40) 


*x * * 


Z8 M—“. . . you can help me most by being sure that this is a real 
and tremendous experience and that we are not really separated. 
Our natural bodies are separated but as far as I am concerned, I 
have never been as near or so much in sympathy as Now.” (p. 21) 

28 G—“ Where is the miracle in the whole world to equal this one 
little fact that you and I can be so close, so far apart; so one, so 
different ; so much to each other, so nothing that one can see or 
touch—?” (p. 43) 

* * a 

29 M—“I am not yet wise enough to teach. I am acting as his 
[ Meslom’s] helper and trying to pass on to you what he teaches 
me.” (p. 26) 

29 G—“ Always they speak. Always the truth is there. All I can 
do is to let it pass through me to you. . . . It is there for all like 
the sunlight. All I do is take it and pass it on to you.” (p. 53) 


* x *x 
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30 M—“ For all there is ultimate salvation, or in other words, ulti- 
mate realization of the transcendent love of God, but the way is 
long and the trials are not limited to life on earth.” (p. 42) 

30 G—“ These are the words I seem to hear. .. . 

Poor, imperfect, struggling soul, you do indeed aspire too 
high but you aspire truly. You shall some day reach all that now 
seems so distant though the way may be long.” (p. 46) 

* * * 


31 M—“. . . the incidents which to an individual or a nation seem 
stupendous, when seen in the light of eternal wisdom are impor- 
tant only in so far as they affect the real or eternal lives of the 
individuals concerned.” (p. 49) 


31 G—* You think such great spirits ought to have a chance to help 
with the government of the world. Yes, if this earth is an end in 
itself ; if it is not, then the government of it may be a part of its 
function that is least important to the spirit.” (Script) 

* * * 

32 M—“ Here we are conscious of all the past and the present and as 

much of the future as our development permits.” (p. 53) 








32 G—‘Iam F ' . and I am more than that. All that he as- 
pired to be, meant to be, was and shall be, I am.” (p. 51) 
* * * 


33 M—“ We are as fully conscious of this love as you are of the air 
you breathe. . . . Each moment of fuller and more complete life 
gives us a further degree of joy but also a clearer vision of the 
truth.” (p. 111) 

33 G—“ I am here where I feel great and noble thoughts flow into 


me as simply as breath flows into the body in the clear, pure 
mountain air.” (p. 52) 


* ** 

34 M—“I am content to seek the quiet paths with Meslom and 
sometimes others who are like minds but whom I do not know as 
yet. Here I find answered all my questions . . . answers that 
convey absolute knowledge and conviction.” (p. 44) 

34 G—“I often hear these great voices and when they speak I learn 
more than ever you dreamed. ... Often I hear, ‘Who are 
you?’ ... Then the same voice will say, ‘I am your present 
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helper. You may ask me such questions as you see fit, but do not 
be distressed if all are not answered.’ ” (p. 52) 


* * * 


35 M—“ This love is to us here clear and vivifying to an extent un- 
dreamed on earth, not because it has become more powerful but 
because we see with clearer vision the more we become har- 
monious with this.” (p. 41) 

35 G—“ Help me to live in this clear light. Here there is truth. 
Here I can discriminate. What strange folly to live down below 
in such clouds and fog!” (p. 53) 


* * * 


36 M—*“ How describe the exaltation which possesses us when, after 
a task faithfully accomplished, we are permitted a glimpse of 
what is before us? . . . It is like a state of ideal perfection. . 
and free, untrammeled intercourse with beings who permit us to 
partake as fully as we are capable of with them in the perfect 
knowledge for which we always longed. There are no more 
vague longings and inarticulate aspirations. There is fulfill- 
ment.” (p. 80) 

36 G—“ This is my idea of Heaven—pure human understand- 
eer 

All that I ever dreamed of good is true. 

Love. Truth. Power. Beauty. Imagination. 


Still wonder upon wonder open to the future of us as man 
and woman... . 


You think—Where does fulfillment come ? 
Oh! Fulfillment is here—now! 
All in me is content.” (p. 55) 

* * * 

37 M—“ The love which sustains the universe is all about us. It 
rests with us to clear away all that clouds our perception of it 
and all that interferes with our full and perfect consciousness 
of it.” (p. 75) 

37 G—*. . . Thou didst find the light that shines always, though so 
long hidden by clouds and fog—miasma of doubt caused by man’s 
own exhalations shutting cut God’s sunlight.” (p. 59) 

* * * 


38 M—* Meslom tells me that all are ultimately permitted to see and 
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progress. . . . Some time in every life there are moments of 
aspiration for good and this divine spark of life . . . is eternal 
and inextinguishable.” (p. 32) 

38 G—“ Not one soul, however dark and heavy its vesture of 
flesh, but is capable of one glimpse of the Divine. That is 
enough. . . .” (p. 58) 


* * * 


39 M—“ We gladly and consciously leave the glory of this radiant 
day and return to the gloom where we face our worst selves and 
others in the same sad condition.” (p. 38) 

“This voluntary return I make to darkness is not in the 
nature of punishment. It is the inevitable result of clarified 
vision. Seeing more and more clearly what is essential to prog- 
ress, we long to share this knowledge with others still in the 
darkness of ignorance.” (p. 40) 


39 G—* Master said I am the most pitiful disciple . . . all in me is 


pity for such suffering. . . . You can’t see it. You see igno- 
rance, lower than ignorance is perversity, unrighteous waste of 
life. Love is given so abundantly. . . . O, perhaps I don’t see 
the thing clearly myself. . . . Again that cloud thickens. .. . 

All I wanted to say is that I see so much waste of quali- 
ties worth saving. ... All that is what fills me with such 
pity. ..~. (nae) 

* * * 


40 M—“ We have no more fear, for we know that divine love is 
carrying us ever forward—that we are understood and loved and 
supported and purified and enlightened by it. . . .” (p. 60) 

40 G—“ Not long have I seen as plainly as I seem to now how con- 
stantly | am watched, tended, helped. Why do we ever disbelieve 
in holy love? You see I must use the noblest words lest you 
think it is not the divine spirit.” (p. 62) 


In giving these extracts I have followed the sequence of my 
book rather than of Miss McEvilly’s, for this reason. The mes- 
sages from Meslom include various re-statements or repetitions in 
slightly different form of the same idea, as is natural in didactic 
writing; while the messages received by me gave a continuous, 
almost day by day record of a single personal experience which, 
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however, in its development agrees perfectly with that described 
in the other book. 

The short passages brought together in this way do not give 
any adequate idea of the extent of the resemblance in the sub- 
stance of the two books. Generally speaking, the messages from 
Meslom are much fuller than those received by me and in many 
cases I could not extract from the pages of his teaching a single 
sentence which would balance with one from my book, although 
the idea presented might be the same. Conversely, as I have tried 
to show, Meslom sometimes puts into a single sentence an idea 
that was given to me as a living experience, detailed at length. 
It is possible that resemblances of this sort make more impression 
on me than they would on another, because during all my com- 
municating | was aware of very much more than was written 
down on my paper. Some of the time I was distinctly clair- 
audient and so I have heard, with a sort of inner hearing, many 
of the things which I find fully written out in Miss McEvilly’s 
book, but which in my own case were not expressed in writing. 

Dr. Prince has told me that I must be as frank in setting forth 
divergences as resemblances—but there are very few real diverg- 
ences to set forth. There are many things in each book which the 
other does not touch upon, but most of these are akin in spirit to 
the things which are expressed in both. There is rather more of 
what might be called theology in Miss McEvilly’s book ; there is 
decidedly more of the “ ups and downs” of personal experience 
in mine. Sometimes her book gives one phase or aspect of a sub- 
ject—such, for instance, as methods of meditation or concentra- 
tion—while my book gives a different aspect but one not strictly 
divergent. 

The name given to the Master whose words of wisdom I was 
sometimes able to write down was not Meslom, nor did I ever 
hear or write this name, and the intimations which I received of 
a link with antiquity were of Egypt, not of India. 

There is some appearance of a divergence on the subject of 
reincarnation, which is both taken for granted and specifically 
taught in my book. Meslom says, “ The believers in reincarna- 
tion—if limited to earth—deny the infinity of God,” and there are 
a few passages which seem to argue against any reincarnation on 
earth. L.—the young man—in an early message says, “I am 
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permitted another life,” and he speaks many times of continued 
evolution without specifying any locale for such evolution. Also 
it is said, “‘ I am trying to explain that there are many lives in one 
eternal individual.” (This, to be sure, is capable of more than 
one interpretation.) When I turn to the later book of “ Meslom’s 
Messages to Woman,” I find these words: “ .. . the idea of 
saying this or that kind of spirit has developed so far that its 
return to earth is impossible is really a contradiction. . . . Our 
return to earth does not in any way retard our development.” (p. 
71) And with these words the divergence which I thought I had 
found ceases to exist. 

As bearing on the idea of limiting reincarnation to the earth, 
1 will quote from one of the messages received by me, following 
an allusion to the destiny of man,—‘‘ And by destiny I mean what 
we commonly think of as his ‘ future,’ whether in other lives to 
come on earth or in some far-away planet or realm of space un- 
known to you at present.” (p. 24) 

Now, at last, I come toa real divergence. L,. says, “ We move 
about without effort. . . . Space and time do not exist,” and else- 
where there is mention of the “ annihilation ” of space and time. 

In the messages received by me, while at first there seemed to 
be little or no consciousness of time, there was jesting allusion to 
“vour kind of time,” and after some progression had been made 
there was the definite statement in regard to thoughts,—“ there is 
transit in space I am sure’’—and of course the element of time 
enters into all transit in space. 

I may as well confess here that I do not think I could be made 
to write the words, “ space and time do not exist ’—not even 
under hypnosis! I see so clearly that wherever there is operation 
of consciousness or manifestation of energy there are both time 
and space—neither of these ideas being in the least incompatible 
with infinity and eternity but rather contained within those ideas. 

The idea of evolution—no matter where—implicates the idea 
of succession in events, whether those events are physical, ether- 
eal, mental, or whatever,—and this is time, though it may not be 
time as measured by the rotation and revolution of this earth; and 
the putting forth of energy of any kind certainly necessitates a 
field wherein that energy moves—and this is space, the space 
wherein the stellar universe lies sprinkled, with all its unseen, 
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half-guessed, little known forces. And I cannot see that we need 
any other or different conception than this for the field of that 
divine energy which we are taught to think of as all-inclusive 
Love and which, if it is at all, surely enfolds us as well as those 
who have gone beyond our sight, although our consciousness of 
it may be obscured. 

A man in deep sleep, or dream, or reverie, or profound con- 
centration, may be quite unconscious of the passage of time, but 
his unconsciousness does not affect the facts as perceived by one 
who sits at his side, watch in hand, or who, at the window, looks 
out on the wheeling stars. Again, if we can conceive a being in 
an ethereal body capable of travelling with the speed of light (and 
why not?)—it would perhaps seem to him that space and time 
were not; or at all events that is the impression he would most 
likely convey to a mind still dwelling in its earthly tabernacle. 
Yet it is the velocity of light—that is, its movement in time and 
space—which is the very key to the utmost reaches of modern 
science. 

I cannot but think that most of the expressions found in 
automatic writing in regard to time, space, eternity, etc., represent 
efforts to overcome some restriction or inhibition in the mind of 
the writer, or to get beyond prevailing earth-conceptions, rather 
than statements to be taken literally and exactly. 

If I may adda few more words of my own, I should like to 
say that in comparing these two books I have sometimes felt the 
riddle of personality growing deeper and stranger rather than the 
reverse. Then a thought came glimmering into my mind and 
presently I recalled Goethe’s line in Faust, “ Life is not light but 
the refracted color,”’ and it seemed to me that something like this 
could be said for personality. Here on earth we have the myriad 
hues and tints and shades of human personalities, but in the realm 
which is opened to us through automatic writing these seem to 
be raised, purified, merged—first into a band of gloriously strong, 
clear, definite colors,—where powerful individualities still retain 
their separate characteristics, and finally into the one clear Light 
which can be expressed to us only in terms of divine Love, uni- 
versal and eternal. 

Then it seems that this process can be reversed and, as if by 
passing through a prism, that light is again resolved into its com- 
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ponent colors or personalities. This is, of course, only an analogy 
and must not be pressed too far. We often hear or read that 
these things are beyond the reach of human intellect, but it is my 
inmost conviction that our intellect is intended for just this very 
purpose and that no experience which can come to man in this 
mortal, embodied state, should be allowed to pass without the 
utmost effort to understand it intellectually. 
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MEDIUMISTIC EXPERIMENTS WITH MRS. 
BORDEN. 


II. 


By Mrs. “ Martan W. SPENCER.” 
WRITTEN FROM MEMORY ON FEBRUARY 19th, 1922. 


It must have been at a sitting early in December, for the reason 
that I had thought at the time it was quite possible I would soon have 
a letter from my sister-in-law in England for Christmas, that the 
following took place: 

Mrs. Borden said she saw my husband standing on the deck of a 
ship in mid-ocean, a great stcrm was going on, and the water washed 
over the deck. My husband was holding a letter in his hand. She 
asked me if I had had, or was expecting a letter from abroad. I 
said it was quite probable that I should hear from England soon. I 
asked her if he looked distressed or pleased, in hopes I might find out 
whether the news would be pleasing or otherwise, and she said he 
looked serious, but neither troubled nor pleased. 

I did not hear from England during the holidays, as I had ex- 
pected to do, but early in February of this year I received a letter 
from my sister-in-law which had been written on November 22nd, 
and probably arrived here early in December, but due to a wrong 
address, it had been returned to her in England, and she then sent 
it on to me.* 

In this same connection I would refer to the sitting of January 
20th, in which my husband seemed to say: “ Mimi” [his sister] 
“loves you and understands.” That pleased and comforted me very 
much, as there is something which we both hoped Mimi would un- 
derstand, but as for the “ loving me,” I was not so sure. When her 
letter arrived, however, it was most affectionate, and well corrobo- 
rated the words: “ Mimi loves you and understands.” 





* The original envelope lies before me. It bears the English stamp and 
postmark dated “22, Nov. 21,” is addressed to Mrs. Spencer at the wrong 
street, and stamped “ Not found, N. Y.,” and “ Non Trouvé.” 
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To the best of my recollection, the following took place the week 
preceding the sitting of January 25th. I was continually haunted by 
the words: “ Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto you: not 
as the world giveth, give I unto you.” Not being very much of a 
Bible student, I did not know where to look for this quotation, so I 
asked a friend and she told me it was from the 14th chapter of John. 
I opened my Bible to the book of John, and came first to chapter 15, 
from which my eye traveled backward and fell first upon the 18th 
verse of chapter 14, which reads: “I will not leave you comfortless ; 
I will come to you.” From there on I finished the chapter, finding 
the quotation I sought in the 27th verse, but did not read or even 
look at the first half of the chapter, being entirely satisfied with what 
I had found. The words were so beautiful that I made up my mind 
that I would ask Mrs. Borden to read that chapter next time she 
came, as she is very fond of the Bible and likes to read it at the 
beginning of a sitting. 

On her next visit, the first thing she said to me was that she had 
been dreaming of me. It seemed in her dream that I had invited 
her to go to some sort of a social gathering with me, and that while 
there | met so many people I knew, and talked with them, that she 
thought to herself “ Mrs. Spencer does not need me, I will go home.” 
She turned away and found she had to climb over a fence to reach 
the car track. When she got over the fence, she found herself face 
to face with my husband. He was dressed in a dark blue suit and a 
derby hat (this was a very characteristic dress for him in any but 
hot summer weather). He immediately said to her: “ In my Fath- 
er’s house are many mansions; if it were not so I would have told 
you. I go to prepare a place for you.” It seemed in the dream, Mrs. 
Borden made no response to him, but got on the car and went home. 

I was a little bit interested in this narration, but could see little or 
no significance in it, so changing the subject (as I supposed), I said: 
“There is a chapter in the Bible I would like you to read aloud 
before we begin,” and I opened the Bible at the 14th chapter of John 
and handed it to her. To my very intense astonishment, in the sec- 
ond verse were the very words my husband had seemed to say to her 
in her dream! We both thought it a remarkable coincidence, in 
view of the fact that I had not read that part of the chapter at all, 
but I cannot say that we attached any deep meaning to it at the time. 

It is only fair to say that Mr. Spencer was not at all well versed 
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in the Bible. He had been subjected, so he often said, to so much 
forced prayer and Bible reading at a certain stage of his boyhood 
that the whole subject became more or less repulsive to him. How- 
ever, it might be that subconsciously, at least, he possessed quite a 
good knowledge of the Scriptures, however unwillingly absorbed and 
afterwards forgotten. 


VISIT TO MRS. BORDEN MARCH 4th, 1922. 


Mrs. Borden has been confined to the house for a number of 
weeks, owing to the illness of her mother. For this reason I have 
had no sittings with her since January 25th. When visiting her at 
her home so many others would be present that nothing could be 
done, and I never expected to receive a message when calling on her. 
She informed me, however, that she had received a “ good scolding ” 
from her invisible friends (unknown persons to me) for not going to 
see me, and on March 4th when I called to see how her mother was, 
only she, her mother and I were present. Mrs. Borden very soon 
felt influences present, and I too was overcome by a trance-like con- 
dition. During this time, she took a pencil and wrote down what 
she heard clairaudiently, as follows: 

“I wish my dear wife had a daughter. It was too much to leave 
her alone, but it was God’s will. Draw a little kitten.” Mrs. B. 
proceeded, as she was told, to draw a kitten. She was then told to 
draw the sun, then the moon, and then she heard the word “ Minnie,” 
repeated three times, and wrote it down as she heard it, “‘ Minnie, 
Minnie, Minnie,” then “ Only mine.” 

At this point, I emerged into full consciousness, and took down in 
shorthand the things Mrs. Borden reported herself as seeing and 
hearing. She said: 

“Who is Edith?—I hear your husband say ‘ Edith.’” I said I 
did not know to whom the name referred, and after a pause, she 
said: “It comes very slowly sometimes, I get it now, it is Edith 
Cavell. She appreciates that memorial. He nods his head and says 
‘She does.’” This refers to a memorial edition of the Imitation of 
Christ which is an exact reproduction of the copy Edith Cavell pos- 
sessed when she was executed, and which contains her marks and 
notations. I had given a copy of this to Mrs. Borden some weeks 
ago. I said: “ Does my husband know her?” She said, “ Yes, they 
come from the same place, and he knows her there.” (They did both 
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come from England.) “‘ Thank God that my wish is realized, that it 
is possible to get in touch by spirit communication. Baa Baa Black 
Sheep” (no meaning whatever).* Mrs. Borden then said she could 
see my husband working as if in a laboratory and he had a panful 
of some material like sand which he was crumbling and letting run 
through his hands back into the pan. This had no significance for 
me. A little later, she said she could see him sitting at his desk in 
his office, with his glasses on, carrying on his business just as if he 
had never passed from the earth and everything about him was 
peaceful and harmonious. He had before him a big white pad or 
tablet covered with raised letters such as the blind would use. This 
is somewhat interesting in view of the fact that Mr. Stewart always 
describes my husband’s occupation as being working in beautiful 
embossed leather with raised letters. This is something in which he 
had little or no interest on earth, however. He was somewhat inter- 
ested in printing and engraving, being an advertising man, and ap- 
preciated any sort of beautiful printing or lettering, and this is the 
only connection I can form in my mind with what these two psychics 
seem to see. I am practically sure that Mrs. Borden did not know 
what Mr. Stewart had said in this connection. 

During the foregoing description of my husband in his office at 
work, she also said he had a sheet of paper or a tablet before him on 
which letters were indicated by small holes punched through the 
paper, and below this sheet there were some colored carbons, and it 
seemed to be some process of printing. It was so difficult to get her 
idea that I did not write it down in shorthand, but she was very 
much impressed with it, and described it at some length. She seemed 
to feel it was a process of printing in colors, or a new invention for 
the blind. In life he had great sympathy for the blind as any normal 
person naturally has, but no especial interest. 

Mrs. Borden: “I can see him sitting at a typewriter.” (“ Then 
perhaps I shall have another letter from him?”) “No, his mind 
seems to be on this work. He says ‘ You have a lot of music in your 
home, Mrs. Borden,’ apparently referring to her graphophone. 
Now he stoops down and takes some index cards from the lower 





* Unless it was an effort to get through the pet-name Lamb. This, how- 
ever, is a hazardous conjecture and would be ridiculous except for the evi- 
dence that most of the other names got expression. 
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drawer of his desk. The first card he takes is marked at the top 
with the word: ‘ Religion.’ The next is ‘ Soul Variations.” A third 
is headed ‘ Mid-day and Midnight.’ Another is ‘3 o’clock and 6 
o'clock.’ He puts all the other cards back and keeps these.” 

Mrs. Borden was so much impressed with the incident of the 
index cards that she wrote down the words which appeared on them, 
for herself to keep, but neither she nor I have been able to interpret 
their meaning. 

““ He seems to wrap a big blue veil around his face, and all around 
him I see blue, darker than the sky. Then I hear Josie speak. She 
says ‘ Don’t worry, I am helping your husband to get into communi- 
cation with the earth plane.’” Josie is our friend, Miss Fielding, 
deceased, who is referred to in a previous sitting. “ Mashia.” This 
name suggests nothing to me. “A mixed up affair. Blue-blooded 
people do not pay any attention to things like that. That woman who 
annoys you is a little bit off in her head. Where are the sisters?” 
‘This may possibly refer to a family affair involving sisters that had 
caused me some little worry, and in which I had wondered if a cer- 
tain woman were not perhaps a trifle unbalanced. “ He says ‘ Won- 
derful, wonderful! ! It is remarkable how things have changed. I 
am annoyed by someone here who keeps calling Tommy, Tommy.’ ”’ 
This last is curious, as I had lately written to some relatives who are 
quite aged asking them to try to communicate with me after death, 
and to signify their presence by saying the name of a relative who 
died as an infant, which name is “ Tommy.” The persons I asked to 
give me this name are still living. Mrs. Borden proceeded to repeat 
what she heard as follows: “‘ We are both miserable.’ There is a 
machine he presses down with his foot and it has a long paper in it 
like what you might see in a printing office. He looks at you and 
says you should take olive oil. Those cheeks should be filled out. 
He makes a place in your cheek with his finger like a dimple.” 
When I had dimples and full cheeks my husband was very fond of 


making a motion such as Mrs. Borden here described. She, of 
course, did not know of this.* 





* Note by Mrs. Spencer—It may be understood that throughout my ac- 
quaintance with this psychic, I have carefully guarded such details as I hoped 
might be given me supernormally In any case where I told her anything of 
my married life, I have made a careful mental note of the fact, and of what 
I told her, so that I would be able to judge the value of what she might give 
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“Was there an iron fence anywhere where you used to live, be- 
cause I see an iron fence and three steps to go into a house. He 
stands on the steps as if he had just come out of the house, and 
looks across the street. Was there anything across the street he was 
especially fond of ?” There was an iron fence in front of the apart- 
ment house where we lived, and a small number of steps, I believe 
three, by which to enter it. Psychic does not know where we lived. 
My husband was not especially fond of the place or the surroundings 
except for the fact that it was his home. I have since learned, how- 
ever, that a new apartment house is being built just opposite, which 
would certainly engage his surprise and interest should he return. 
“T can see a hard shower he seems to be caught in, for he is running 
and he has low shoes on and his collar is turned up.” This does not 
recall to me anything of any moment. He has certainly been caught 
in summer showers when he had low shoes on, but this has not been 
connected with anything very important in our lives. “I hear the 
name ‘ Elsie ’—No, it is ‘Chelsea 77,’ like a telephone number.” 
This last line suggests nothing to me. 


MRS. BORDEN’S VISIT OF MAY 20th, 1922. 

After two fruitless sittings when the psychic was undergoing 
severe mental disturbance, she seemed to be in excellent condition on 
the evening of May 20th. 

She said she saw my husband, and he was clapping his hands 
seemingly with pleasure at some changes I had made in my room. 
This would not be his way of expressing pleasure ordinarily during 
life. She said a tall figure was with him that looked like a monk. 
The figure stood behind me, and as it turned she cried in some sur- 
prise: “ Why, it is not a monk, now it turns and I see the face it is 
the figure of Death, and he pats you on the shoulder, as if trying to 
console you, and says: ‘I took.him from you.’ ” 

For some time past, I have been mentally and in writing asking 
my husband to repeat some of the things we used to memorize to- 
gether. This would consist chiefly of poetry. Four months ago, 
during a sitting, I asked for something of this sort, but Mrs. Borden 





me. Our conversations: have been for the most part about her own affairs, 
and our friendship is not one that would tempt me to reveal the little inti- 


macies of my married life to her. In fact, I do not think she quite under- 
stands the sort of life that was ours. 
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does not know that I have been making a special point of it ever 
since. She now saw him sitting up in bed as if during his illness, 
and heard him say he wanted me to read him some poetry. I im- 
mediately thought of a favorite sonnet of his, found the book and 
at once it fell open at the very place I wanted. The next morning I 
tried the book again and found that it opened naturally to almost any 
other place better than to this, as the pages between which the sonnet 
occurs are stuck together a little at the top. The sonnet is not at all 
a favorite of mine, and I have not read it since my husband’s 
change.* The fact that it opened of its own accord, so to speak, is in 
itself remarkable. I read the sonnet and found in it a very poignant 
and wholly unexpected application. It was not, however, one that 
we had memorized. It is as follows: 


Say over again, and yet once over again, 

That thou dost love me. Though the word repeated 
Should seem a “ cuckoo-song” as thou dost treat it, 
Remember, never to the hill or plain, 

Valley or wood, without her cuckoo-strain, 

Comes the fresh spring in all her green completed. 


Beloved, I, amid the darkness greeted 

By a doubtful spirit voice, in that doubt’s pain 

Cry, “ Speak once more—thou lovest!” who can fear 
Too many stars, though each in heaven shall roll, 
Too many flowers, though each shall crown the year? 
Say thou dost love me, love me, love me—toll 

The silver iterance!—only minding, Dear, 

To love me also in silence with thy soul. 


She saw him sitting in his own chair which she herself was occu- 
pying, looking very sad, and at the same time, another self of his 
stood behind her, a very powerful force, so strong and with such a 
piercing look that she shrank and trembled. The one seemed to her 
to be his memory of his earth self, and the other to be his present 
reality, strong and happy. She said: “ You know, your husband 
likes me.” Later she saw him holding a large bird and stroking and 
petting it. He never had such a pet, but once he woke from a dream 
much distressed because he said he had gone up to stroke an owl that 
he considered his pet, and the owl fell over as if dead and proved to 





* Fourteen months ago. 
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be simply a stuffed bird. In his half-sleeping condition, he had used 
the strange expression: “I went up to stroke Hooty the Owl, as / 
always do, and he was dead.” Hooty the Owl only existed in the 
bedtime stories of which he was very fond, and through which he 
had become quite a nature lover. When Mrs. Borden saw him with 
a large bird in his arms stroking and petting it, I asked her if it could 
be an owl, and she said, yes, very well. Mrs. Borden did not know 
anything about his affection for animals, his odd little dream, or 
anything at all related in the above paragraph. 

She saw him very plainly sitting at ease in a chair and eating an 
apple. He never ate an apple in his life, according to his own state- 
ment to me. 

At the beginning of the sitting she got the names “ Charles ” or 
“ Charlie,” followed immediately by “ Horace” [pseudonym]. Other 
names followed which I could not place, but later in the evening, she 
got the name “ Parker.” In life, two of his best friends were Charlie 
Harpwell and Horace Cassidy. They are still living. He used to call 
them “ Harpy ” and “ Cassidy ” respectively. The name “ Horace ” 
is constantly coming across. There were two gentlemen bearing this 
name who were very close to him in life, but he did not call either 
of them by the Christian name. Mrs. Borden does not know any- 
thing regarding the two gentlemen named above. [The names given 
are pseudonyms, carefully selected to serve the same effect. ] 

Mrs. Borden felt herself afflicted with a slight ailment in a part 
of her body corresponding to the one in which my husband once had 
the ailment. The moment I recognized it, her distress passed away. 
She was ignorant of the facts here. 

She saw ships all around me, and a man whom I could not recog- 
nize placing baskets filled with something (groceries and supplies ap- 
parently) all around me. This is meaningless to me. 

She saw my husband working at something with big raised let- 
ters that seemed to be embossed. Mr. Stewart has also told me he 
was doing this sort of work, and I am almost sure Mrs. Borden does 
not know this. She said at a later time that she did not know it, and 
from her excited manner, I did not think it was a product of her 
own memory. 

Shortly afterward, she became very much excited, and said: “ Is 
there a letter in a portfolio you did not see when you went through 
his things? It seems to be a letter or a story or something he left 
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unfinished.” I said no, but she insisted: “It is in that trunk over 
there. Has that trunk got a drawer? It is in a drawer, a letter in a 
portfolio, or something he was writing and did not finish. Has he 
got a key ring with keys on it—he tells me it is right over there ”— 
pointing to a bureau on which was a wooden box directly in line with 
her pointing hand. I got up and opened the box which I thought, but 
was by no means sure, contained the keys. There, in fact, was my 
husband’s key-ring, with the keys on it exactly as he had left it. I 
gave it to her, and after holding it a few seconds, she selected a key, 
and said that was the key to the trunk, and for me to open it the next 
day and see if there was such a letter or manuscript in the drawer. 
The key she selected was the correct one, and the following day I 
opened the trunk and in a drawer I found a folder marked “ James 
Spencer—Personal.” Inside was correspondence pertaining to his 
proposing a friend for membership in a club to which he belonged. 
One or two of the letters were complete, but the last one was un- 
finished, in fact, was simply a rough draft of a letter which he was 
engaged in altering. I really knew of these letters and had saved 
them in case the gentleman involved should ever feel an interest in 
seeing them, but I did not think she could mean this until I looked at 
them again, and it seemed then as if it was this that she had been 
describing. I see nothing to be done about the matter now, so 
imagine the whole thing was simply given as proof of my husband’s 
presence. Certainly there was no way in which Mrs. Borden could 
know of the contents of the trunk, or the location of the key-ring, or 
which key belonged to the trunk. The trunk is always locked and 
she has no way of knowing even that it contains drawers, although 
from its shape this might be supposed. 

During the sitting, I became lightly entranced, as is often the 
case, and she heard the words: “ My dear little mother, Marian.” 
Nothing wonderful here, as she knows both the “ mother ” and the 
“Marian” as applying to me. Then she heard “I dearly love my 
little kitten.” This is the pet-name again, but I believe the psychic 
thinks it means me. Of course, he would not say he dearly loved 
himself, but I think her misapprehension perhaps caused her to dis- 
tort the message. Then she heard “ Boots, boots, boots,” which she 
tells me is a quotation from one of Kipling’s poems. I do not know 
the poem, and never heard of it before, and I doubt very much if my 
husband knew it. If he did I do not see what meaning he would 
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wish to convey by quoting it. As a matter of fact, I believe this 
quotation (which she often gives me) is from her own subconscious 
mind and that she does not recognize it as such. 


SITTING WITH MRS. BORDEN MAY 27th, 1922. 


Preliminary Explanation: Mrs. Borden knows that Mr. Spencer 
was deeply interested in public speaking, and feels that he would like 
her to make a study of it. 


For many months past, always while alone, I have been asking 
mentally, vocally and in written requests, that Mr. Spencer repeat to 
me, if possible, some of the selections he and I used to memorize 
together, which consisted chiefly of poetry. On a few occasions, I 
have thought he was trying to do this, as he has mentioned places 
where we studied and practised the memory exercises ; and last week 
he asked me to read him some poetry. On this occasion, the effort 
seems to have been quite successful. 


Mrs. Borden sees writing on face of wardrobe trunk after she 
has read a few verses of “In Memoriam” aloud. The words are: 
“That is one thing I love—beautiful poetry. Beautiful words mean 
so much to me. Expression is everything. Your moods and tenses, 
do not neglect them. Periods and commas must be followed closely.” 
This was very apt, as a criticism of the reading. ‘‘ Why don’t you 
study deep breathing exercises, Helen? [Mrs. Borden]. Watch me. 
Ah-ah-ah-ah .’ Here the psychic reproduces exactly a rather 
peculiar exercise which my husband had used during his last two 
years. She has given this before but not quite so definitely. She 
does not know how extremely good this is. “ Watch me. That is 
right. Marshall your forces together. Do not neglect your reading. 
Practise diligently and you will succeed. Patience brings its reward 
in time. Papa Spencer.” (A term never used by him, but might 
here have been used in jest as he was delivering a sort of lecture.) 

Mrs. B. then saw him holding a big handful of roses of white and 
a delicate pink. She hears him say: “ Heaven is my home now, but 
you will always find me near you. Spirit forces are at work to bring 
about certain conditions. Peace is my motto, and peace was your 
motto too.” (Not especially, unless the reference is to our domestic 
relations.) “ Watch out for drugs. Druggists are careless these 
days.” (No apparent meaning here for me.) 
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Here Mrs. Borden felt a Southern influence, and saw members 
cf her husband’s family who were southerners. She said: “Go 
away, we do not want you.” Then she saw written on the trunk, 
apparently by my husband: “ Welcome—them. Do not be selfish. 
Lucy Borden is not well. She is grieving inwardly. Write her to 
come back to New York for a while. James Spencer promises to 
help you any time you need him.” Here sitter fell into a sleep-like or 
trance-like condition, and Mrs. B. saw Mr. Spencer with his finger to 
his lips, and heard—or saw written (I do not know which) : “I can- 
not give you a message while Mrs. Spencer is in a trance condition. 
She is very near us. We do not want to break the silver cord.” 
After I opened my eyes, Mrs. B. laughed for she heard Mr. Spencer 
say: ““ Smoke Piedmonts for a change.” We had been smoking other 
kinds of cigarettes, but he had in life always smoked Piedmonts, 
which she knew at this time. Here an abrupt change took place. 
Mrs. B. saw a friend of mine, Mrs. S., talking to me, and said: 
“You are going to see Mrs. S. soon and she is going to tell you 
about some wonderful medium she has met.” Mrs. B. knew Mrs. S. 
was away, but not that she had returned. Mrs. Borden knows Mrs. 
S. and has “read” for her. I called on Mrs. S. a few days later 
and the first thing she told me was an account of a very successful 
sitting with a strange medium in Boston. 

_ Next Mrs. B. saw Mr. Spencer apparently with cold cream 
smeared around his eyes and around his mouth and nose. I cannot 
imagine what this might mean unless it might be shaving soap. Then 
she sees him making a speech, addressing an audience and making 
gestures, and hears him say: “ Mortal man is, as Shakespeare said 
in the ‘Seven Ages of Man.’ Shakespeare is quite an idealist. He 
has brought into the human conception thoughts and ideas of human 
beings that otherwise would have been void. Pass but a moment, 
spare but the time, even if it is only five minutes, in memory of that 
great man, William Shakespeare.” 

Here I asked Mrs. B. if she had been reading Shakespeare 
lately. She said she had not done so for months. This being the 
case, the above is splendidly good as an answer to my wish for 
something we had memorized together, as the “Seven Ages of 
Man” was one of the first we had learned, and since learning it, we 
had had much fun paraphrasing it and quoting it on different oc- 
casions. All the rest about Shakespeare is meaningless, and to my 
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mind, is simply used as a setting for the reference to the “ Seven 
Ages.” 

She then saw written “ The Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam ” and as 
this contains many verses which we memorized together, I hoped for 
some more evidential references. Mrs. B., of course, does not know 
what it is I am desirous of getting through. She then said: “ Well 
he must be wanting you to read a lot because I see: ‘ Mark Twain’s 
works. Huckleberry Finn is a very humorous selection, an ideal 
book for boys.’”’ (I doubt very much if my husband ever read this 
book, although he did know some of Mark Twain’s works.) Mrs. 
B. then saw written: “ Planchette. Patience is necessary. Yon ris- 
ing moon that looks for us again—.” (This last, of course, is a 
selection from the Rubaiyat, and a verse Mr. Spencer must have 
read countless times, and although it is just preceding one that we 
had memorized, we had not memorized this one. The words of this 
verse, however, were so poignantly applicable to our present situation 
as to make them very striking.) It was written very rapidly, and 
Mrs. B. only repeated the last line, or that is all I caught: “ Through 
this same garden, and for one in vain! ” 

Then Mrs. B. said: “I see ‘12th Stanz.’ I don’t know what that 
means.” I said that it seemed quite obvious to me that it meant the 
12th stanza of the Rubaiyat, since he was quoting from that, and I 
got up to look for my copy of the poem, but failed to find it. As this 
is the most interesting part of the sitting, I will give the whole inci- 
dent now. Mrs. B. advised me to look it up some other time, as of 
course I was obliged to do under the circumstances. The next morn- 
ing, still unable to find my copy, I looked at the one a friend has. It 
was a Fitzgerald translation, and while the wording was quite differ- 
ent from that of my own copy, I supposed that the verses would be 
in the same order, and of practically the same substance. It was, 
therefore, a great disappointment to me to find that the twelfth stanza 
was the one about “ Oh, take the cash and let the credit go, Nor heed 
the rumble of a distant drum.” We had never especially noticed or 
cared for this verse, and it had no significance in itself for me, for 
my husband or for the present situation in which we find ourselves. 
I decided that this test, at least, was a failure. Later in the day I 
called on another friend and told her of my disappointment. She 
said “Let’s look it up in my copy, it might be different.” I de- 
murred, as her book was packed down in the bottom of a trunk, but 
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she insisted, and after she had gone to some trouble to find the vol- 
ume, what was my delight to find that her translation was identical 
with my own, and that the twelfth stanza in this read: 


“ A Book of Verses underneath the Bough, 
A loaf of bread, a jug of wine and thou 
Beside me singing in the Wilderness— 
Ah, Wilderness were Paradise enow!” 


How many, many times have we repeated this from memory to 
each other, parodied it, joked and laughed over it. It was a part of 
our lives, you might almost say! I thought this a most delightful 
and successful test. I have never discussed the Rubaiyat with Mrs. 
B., and did not know that she had ever read it, so naturally she could 
not know that I knew it or that Mr. Spencer had ever looked at it. 
Since my book is lost, she could never have seen it when she called 
on me. Mr. Spencer liked the poem especially, but of late years it 
has not greatly appealed to me, and that is the reason I know I have 
not mentioned it to Mrs. B. Neither does she know, as before stated, 
the sort of test I am trying to get through. The only thing that 
might indicate this happened when she first mentioned the Rubaiyat 
in this same sitting. I had said as if to my husband: “ Do you re- 
member any of it?” and the quotation did not immediately come 
through, but as will be noted did come after a few other discon- 
nected matters had been mentioned. 

Mrs. Borden next saw written: “ Weeping is good at times, it 
relieves the tired nerves.” Then she says: “ He says he wants you 
to paint. Paint my picture, paint it from memory.” “ Florida 
Water perfume, sweet, sweet, sweet.” None of this has any ap- 
parent meaning. Referring to some newly-enlarged photographs of 
himself she hears him say: “ The pictures are nice, very artistic, your 
idea was quite a good one. It is me, all right. Poor boy, he is all 
alone now.” ‘This caused me some distress, and he said to Mrs. B.: 
“It is not so much the way you say it, but the way you express it. 
Please be careful, my wife is extremely sensitive. Shall I say I am 
happy here when my heart is there? I shall not be satisfied until we 
are united. Better a little honey with much sadness than no honey 
at all.” Here Mrs. B. and I had a little discussion on the strange- 
ness of this last sentence, and she heard, as if in comment on our 
conversation: “ The message is given in accurate form.” Then Mrs. 
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3. saw Mr. Spencer sitting in front of three big windows with soft 
curtains, resting quietly and looking out. Mrs. B. said: “ He shows 
me a peony just as it is bursting open. Now I get a Scotch influence, 
and he shows me a thistle. He shows me a big fall of water like 
Niagara Falls. Please write—Sonia Farrell.” None of this last 
means anything to me. 

This portion being transcribed several days after the sitting, I am 
uncertain whether the following was heard clairaudiently or seen 
written : 

“Christ is real. He is just as you think he is: pure, sweet and 
full of understanding. Jesus is my help and guide. Promise me not 
tc worry, it won’t be very long—oh, promise me! Watching eyes 
are hovering over you and guiding you and helping you. Peace be 
with you. Promises are made but sometimes hard to keep. I shall 
not try to do too much tonight. There are Catholic influences near. 
It is hard for me to vibrate through the atmosphere on account of 
their vibrations.” Mrs. B. then says on her own account: “ There is 
a priest here.” Then hears (or sees) Mr. Spencer say: “ Please, 
please, please don’t get into a discussion.” (This is very apt, as a 
few minutes before Mrs. B.’s arrival, I had been discussing the 
Roman Catholic religion with a lady who is not one herself but who 
is somewhat in sympathy with their point of view, and a discussion 
qas actually in progress when the doorbell rang to admit Mrs. B. 
She then saw the name “ James Spencer” written across the trunk 
and then a large cross appeared in the same place. Then the words: 
“Nancy. Still, still, still”’ (No meaning here for me.) “ Shall I 
get you a position with another firm?” Some weeks ago, I had in 
mind doing another class of work, but decided afterwards not to 
make any change at present. Then Mrs. B. said: “ He is printing in 
a kind of Japanese design. Big letters like Japanese letters (no 
meaning) he says ‘ You need help sometimes, I will tell you what to 
do.’ I see the word Washington—Washington Monument.” Just 
previous to Mrs. B.’s visit, and before taking to the lady mentioned 
above, I had been looking at the newspaper which gave a view of the 
Washington Monument through the portals of the Lincoln Memorial. 
I had pondered over a visit my husband and I had made to the 
Capital and looking at the monument with him. Either Mrs. B. got 


this impression from my mind, or he was with me when I looked at 
the paper. 
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I relit the incense, and Mrs. B. heard: “ Oh, more incense.” 
Then saw a question mark written, and the following words: “ Are 
you arranging my memoirs.” I am trying to arrange a memorial for 
him. Mrs. B. had a strange sensation as if she were lifting a tomb- 
stone. Written again: “Can’t you keep away foreign influences. 
They sometimes crowd in when we fain would have you all to our- 
selves. Send this message to Mrs. S .’ Here followed a mes- 
sage from Mrs. S.’s husband in the spirit world given by Mr. 
Spencer, after which he thanked Mrs. B. for taking it. I asked fora 
message for another friend. Mrs. B. saw the word: “ Portchester. 
(We had once spent a very happy summer there.) We can give 
messages to those who will accept them. I want to help you all I 
can. Tremble not.” Psychic gets up and gives me Mr. Spencer’s 
picture to hold, and hears him say “ Thank you verry much.” “ You 
will hear my voice some day. You will hear it in your ear. You 
hear a buzzing sound now (I did in one ear. I am not at all sug- 
gestible—rather the reverse.) I am trying to clear away local con- 
ditions. It is hard to reach you, you are so handicapped. Some little 
difficulty in hearing.” (1 always understood the physical senses 
were not employed in clairaudience and clairvoyance.) “ My dar- 
ling Marian. My wife idolized me. I want her with me. Something 
must be done. It cannot go on like this forever.” The last two 
sentences are what I say to myself constantly. ‘“‘ Next to Heaven I 
love you best, best of all.” I said: “1am so glad you love Heaven 
best.” “It is June, dear. It means so much to us both. (Our mar- 
riage was in June.) Mother, don’t grieve. Just smile and be brave.” 
Then Mrs. B. hears something that sounds like “ Kandy Andy,” 
which has no significance for me.* 


She sees my husband’s signature, made very rapidly. 





SITTING WITH MRS. BORDEN OF JUNE 3rd, 1922. 


Preliminary Explanation: In this sitting there is so much that is 
obscure, if not absolutely meaningless, that I shall probably leave 
some of that out, as the labor is too great in writing every word. 





*It occurred to me that “Kandy Andy” might be meant for “ Handy 
Andy,” a folk-term the meaning of which is generally understood. On in- 
quiry of Mrs. Spencer it was learned that her husband was ingenious and 
liked to do small jobs, fixing things about the house. 
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Most of it I shall give, and in noting the few good points, it will be 
borne in mind that there was much that was not good also. 

The first thing Mrs. B. said on entering the room was: “ What is 
it he wants me to polish?—I hear him say he wants me to polish 
something, and I don’t know what it is.” She looked all around the 
room, and I begged him to tell me what he wanted polished, but 
nothing developed. This, however, was very good, as my husband 
had a very particular hobby for polishing things. He could not en- 
dure a bit of brass or nickel in the house that did not shine like new. 
He kept the kitchen and bathroom faucets exquisitely clean himself, 
and was always bringing home some new cleanser or polisher to 
experiment with. Such as the “ Bright Boy” mentioned in a pre- 
vious sitting. For some reason, Mr. Spencer was rather ashamed of 
this hobby, and I used to have some fun joking him about it—we 
always used to say that when he went to Heaven God would give 
him the task of keeping the stars bright. All this was very intimate, 
and as he did not like people to know of his hobby, I am certain that 
I never have mentioned it to Mrs. B. 

Next, referring to the incense, she heard him say: “It is pun- 
gent.” She saw him go and look intently at the pictures of my 
parents, and then she heard: “It will be springtime in your heart 
soon again, sweetheart.” 

The word “ Harvard” came, meaning nothing to me. Then, 
slowly, and word by word, Mrs. Ik. heard and repeated to me the 
following: “ Heaven is where the eagle soars with outspread wings, 
peacefully wending its way, homeward bound.” After she had re- 
peated this, Mr. Spencer nodded his head to her, and said “ That’s 
right.” Then “ Heavenward the sparrow flies.” More was given 
but so quickly that Mrs. B. lost the words, but got the general im- 
pression, which was that the sparrow did not want to go into those 
higher realms where the eagle makes his home, yet that he made his 
way thither none the less. If I could assure myself that nothing in 
Mrs. B.’s reading could have suggested this, I would feel it had a 
very beautiful and subtle meaning, as he did not wish to die. Then 
came a reference to the “ Village Blacksmith ” which I do not think 
my husband even knew. Mrs. B. said: “ He is so English tonight. 
He is posing just like an Englishman.” Although English himself, 
he often exaggerated his manner as a burlesque of his countrymen. 
Mrs. B. said: “I hear him say ‘ Boots, Boots, Boots.’ [Obscure.] 
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Have you been reading poetry lately, where do I get all this poetry? 
‘In Memoriam’ he said, 32nd Stanza’ (looked this up, but it had 
no special meaning). Place a glass of water on your dresser at night. 
Pleasant dreams will follow. I shall speak to you in the subliminal.” 
Followed references to Trilby, Thackeray and Williams, and the quo- 
tation “Go to the ant, thou sluggard, and consider its ways.” No 
significance. ‘Then the name he often says “ Petsy,” or something 
like it, which I think is a familiar name trying to come through, but 
just missing it, and then he says to Mrs. B.: “ You don’t guess it.” 
References to Longfellow’s poems which have no meaning. He 
looks in the mirror, and says: “ Both of them are here.” She says: 
“ He is looking at everything in the room, and asks where are the 
pictures?” I have pictures in my room, but not the ones we had at 
home which ‘he loved. [This is not evidential, as the psychic would 
know that my room is rented furnished.] Mrs. B. next saw him 
standing before his own pictures and looking at them, and heard him 
say: “I ama very nice looking boy—a very pleasant looking fellow 
—rather saucy!” This last is extremely good. “ Rather saucy ” 
was high praise from my husband and a very characteristic expres- 
sion. I never heard anyone but him say that when admiring a thing. 
If I had a new hat or dress that he liked, he would say it was “ rather 
saucy.” I think this meant something different from “ pretty.” it 
meant something more like the French “chic.” Mrs. B. did not 
know he ever said this, and in fact from the way she repeated it I 
imagine that she thought it meant that he in his pictures looked a little 
bit impudent, which he does not. It carried a very different mean- 
ing to me. His pictures are auite successful, and merit the praise he 
would intend by the use of this expression. 

Heard by Mrs. B.: “I believe I will. ‘ Life is real, life is earnest, 
and the grave is not its goal, dust thou art, to dust returnest was not 
spoken of the soul. Lives of great men all remind us we can make 
cur lives sublime, and departing, leave behind us footprints on the 
sands of time.’ Spread that gospel everywhere you go, gather your 
forces together, don’t forget. Cheer up those who are less fortunate 
than yourself. Remember you are standing on the threshold of the 
great divide. It is interesting to tarry a little while longer where 
senses are moved by materialistic means. Beyond the Great Divide 
it is a wonderful country. Bye and bye you may enter the forbidden 
land, but ere you wander too far, remember these words that Wil- 
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liam Shakespeare said—choose your friends, ‘the pen is mightier 
than the sword.’ Plant deep, little grains of big ideas. Noble are 
thy thoughts. Act accordingly.” 

Comment on foregoing paragraph: I do not think my husband 
knew the “ Psalm of Life” from which he seems to quote here, but 
he may have known it slightly. The latter part of the paragraph 
might refer to the fact that I have recently been trying to write a 
little bit again. Mrs. B. did not know this, but I told her afterwards. 

Mrs. B. saw him with his finger on his lip, looking as if he were 
trying to remember something. I had asked him to try to give me 
some verses of Browning this time that we had memorized together, 
but Mrs. B. did not know this. She was moved to pick up a volume 
of Tennyson, however, and opened it at a picture of an angel stand- 
ing with his finger to his lips as she had just described my husband. 
She had not seen this picture in this book before, and the coincidence 
was very Striking. Then, written on the trunk, she saw “ Page 128 
in a big, dark green book of poems.” Have not been able to locate 
this. 

Written on trunk: “ St. John lst and 3rd Chapters.” Mrs. B. 
says: “ He underlines that.” “ The apostle’s Creed, place not men- 
tioned anywhere else.” (In looking up the foregoing, I found a very 
good meaning in the two chapters of John, but nothing applicable in 
the Creed, no place mentioned.) Then followed: “ Rubaiyat of 
Omar Khayyam. The Veil. A loaf of bread, a jug of wine, and 
thou, beside me.” (This is the verse to which he had made refer- 
ence in the previous sitting. I had not told Mrs. B. what the verse 
was, and unless she had looked it up in a translation identical with 
mine, she had no means of knowing, and this will have been very 
good. I do not think she did look it up, as I told her the whole 
incident after the sitting was over, and she seemed very much sur- 
prised. She saw written “Enoch Arden. Get busy.” She had 
been looking at the poem mentioned, and as it has no significance for 
me of any sort, I think it must have been the result of her own 
mental impression of it. “Get busy” of course might mean almost 
anything. She said: “ He says there is a message in each of them 
(1. e., in each of the references given) for yourself. It may be a 
little word, but when you come to it, you will have an icy feeling.” 
When I did find something significant in the Bible references, I did 
not have an icy feeling. I was much pleased with the attempts my 
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husband was apparently making to comply with my request for quo- 
tations, and said to him, as it were: “ What are you for doing all 
this? What would I call you if you were living?” I hoped to get 
a familiar answer, such as “ A clever boy,” but all she heard was— 
doubtless with humorous intent, although very uncharacteristic: “ A 
young watermelon! ” 

After this came a strange vision. Mr. Spencer seemed to Mrs. 
Borden to be standing behind her and looking down into her head, 
which seemed to be a bowl of crystal. The vision concerns Russia. 
It is too long to give here, and has no bearing on the matter in 
hand, 1. e., the establishing of my husband’s identity. A message 
afterwards came through my husband from a friend of Mrs. Bor- 
den’s for herself, on whose merit I am unable to pass. 

Towards the end of the sitting psychic saw Mr. Spencer go to 
the typewriter and write one word which mystified us very much, it 
was the word “ Pimple,” nothing more. We talked over what this 
might mean without much success, and in the middle of it, the psychic 
smiled, for she had seen him make.a big “ D” over the “ P,” which 
made the word “ Dimple.” He then wrote “ What shall I tell you?” 
I said “ Are you happy?” “ Yes, very happy. Practice makes per- 
fect ’—this last evidently referring to his typing. He wrote: “ Blue- 
eyed Dimply Darling.” All these words would apply to him, but I 
never called him “ Dimply,” although he did have dimples, of which 
psychic was not aware. Then came: “ Mother, tell me, how long 
must I wait to see you?” 

Mrs. Borden then seemed to see the Statue of Liberty brilliantly 
illuminated, and unless this has some obscure symbolical meaning, I 
do not know what it signifies. I was wearing a chain of my hus- 
_ band’s around my neck. She saw written below it “ Petty.” I often 
called him “ Pitty ” and “ Pettit.” Then she saw drawn right across 
my chest under the chain a large cat. That was followed by the 
word “ Me.” It is well known by now to anyone who has read these 
reports that a cat or kitten would mean himself, but psychic is still 
totally ignorant of this. Mrs. Borden said: “ He fastens the cat 
right to the chain. He draws a heart. He shows me a picture of 
you (sitter) chasing a little chicken with your dress held out.” I 
have always had a foolish fear of chickens, and would shoo them 
away if they came too near, but this did not apply to very small 
chicks, only their mothers. However, I do not believe the interpreta- 
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tion lies here, for “ chicken ” was another of the pet-names he seems 
to be always trying to give me through Mrs. Borden, and I am of the 
cpinion that it was given to indicate this. At this point, the psychic 
and I had a little conversation, and I told her she had once given me 
a name the first part of which was a word, then other words came, 
and the last part was a drawing. I asked her if she knew what the 
name was. She said she did not. Then she said: “ All the time we 
are talking I hear ‘ Minnie-Meow, Minnie-Meow.’” ‘This will be 
recognized as the name in question “ Minnie-cat,” given in another 
form. 

After this, she seemed to see an opossum also on my chain. The 
meaning of this is very questionable. It might refer to his love of 
sleep and frequent need of it, but as he was a very wide-awake per- 


son when not actually asleep, I doubt very much if any connection 
was intended here. 


SITTING OF JUNE 16th, 1922, WITH MRS. BORDEN. 

Preliminary explanation: This sitting was not very good, due 
largely, I believe, to the fact that I was quite ill, in fact, suffering 
severe pain from indigestion most of the time. Still, it produced 
some interesting points. 

Three times in my life I have suffered excruciating pain in one of 
my feet. It seems that the bones get out of place somehow, and 
press on a nerve. If this takes place when I am in company and 
cannot remove my shoe, and I have to put up with it for a long time, 
the pain is extremely severe when at last I do take my shoe off. As 
stated above, this has only occurred three times during my life. The 
third time was Friday night, the night preceding the sitting. The pain 
had lasted about half an hour after my coming in from an evening 
of great discomfort, and I had remembered the other two occasions, 
en both of which my husband was with me, and the suffering made 
me realize his absence more than usual. Although there seems to be 
nothing to do for this pain, my husband used to try rubbing and 
massaging the foot. The illness from which I was suffering on Sat- 
urday night when Mrs. B. was there was in no way related to my 
feet, and “ something ” had kept me from mentioning the trouble of 
the night before to anyone at all. No one knew of it but myself, and 
when Mrs. B. came my feet were not troubling me at all in any way. 

After some agreeable, but quite non-evidential things, such as the 
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mention of flowers and angels, etc., Mrs. B. suddenly turned to me 
and said: “ Have your feet been tired, because I can see your hus- 
band on his knees massaging your foot.” Not satisfied to let well 
enough alone, I asked which foot it was, and she hesitated, and said 
he seemed to do one at a time, first one and then the other. Of 
course, the pain I had was only in one foot, and I believe this was 
really the picture she saw. Mrs. B. continued: 

“He is anxious concerning your condition, you are tired or ex- 
hausted.” (This was obvious.) ‘“ He shows me a key-ring, a round 
key-ring.” (He had all sorts during his lifetime, but the one I have 
now of his is not round.) “I hear him say ‘tomorrow night.’ ” 
(Nothing of any importance occurred the following night.) “ He 
seems to have a little animal in his hands that he is putting up to 
your face. It might be a kitten. He shows mea funny kewpie doll, 
as if he had been somewhere for pleasure and won it, because he is 
in a palm beach suit.” (Both the kitten and the kewpie mean a 
great deal, and would have a big place in our lives.) Then came 
mention of seeing a big flag and myself dressed as a nurse, which I 
never have been, and some names that meant nothing to me. She 
mentioned different flowers and said my husband seemed to be listen- 
ing to a radio machine. After a number of such unevidential mat- 
ters, she turned to a tabouret near her and said: “ Did he used to 
have a tall glass here with some kind of a cold drink in it, like 
lemonade or something of that sort? It is a cold drink, and I see 
him turning to reach it.” She was sitting in his chair, and I do not 
suppose he ever sat in that chair an hour either in winter or summer 
without a tall iced-tea glass filled with some cold drink within reach 
on the tabouret. It was sometimes bevo, sometimes lemonade, some- 
times iced tea, but more often grape juice. I am certain of not 
having mentioned this to Mrs. B., as it is such a small detail that I 
have not even thought of it myself, and nothing has occurred when 
we were together to remind me of it. I have only recently used the 
chair and tabouret in my room. Up to the middle of May they have 
been in storage. 

Now comes an interesting development. During the afternoon I 
had been talking with Dr. Prince about a previous sitting containing 
references to the Rubaiyat, and from that we had started to recall the 
poem, and pieced out a good deal of it together, one of us remember- 
ing what the other did not. At the time I had felt quite strongly that 
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Mr. Spencer was present and was following what we said with in- 

terest. This being only a “ feeling” I said nothing about it, natu- 

rally, to Dr. Prince. However, at this point in the evening Mrs. B. 

referred to the poem again and said she heard Mr. Spencer repeating 

parts of it—she could only get bits of each verse, suggesting the rest, 

and she and I—or Mr. Spencer and I ( ?)—pieced out several verses 

together just as Dr. Prince and I had been doing in the afternoon. 

The verses Mrs. B. referred to were as follows: 

Mrs. B.: “ Something about the veil—the veil between.” 

Mrs. S.: “ When you and I behind the veil are passed, oh but the 
long, long time the world will last.” 

Mrs. B.: “ Something about me and thee.” 


Mrs. S.: “ A little talk there was of me and thee, and then—no more 
of thee and me.” 


Mrs. B.: “ A jug of wine ”— 


Mrs. S.: “ A loaf of bread, a jug of wine, and thou, beside me sing- 
ing in the wilderness.” 


Mrs. B.: “ I hear him say something about June and the rose.” 
Mrs. S.: “And ah, that June should perish with the rose, that 

Youth’s sweet scented manuscript should close.” 

Mrs. B.: “ Now he speaks about the potter’s clay ”— 

I must have been feeling pretty badly because I did not finish this, 
just recalled in my own mind the verses referring to the potter and 
the clay. 

Mrs. B.: “ The bird of time is on the wing,” suggesting another 
verse, and yet another in “ Something about the rose of yester- 


day.” “He says you loved this [poem], did you use to read it 
together?” 


Mrs. S.: “ Yes.” 


We did often read it together, and he liked it better than I did, 
although we both admired and cared for it, especially several years 
ago, and less of late. 

Mrs. B.: “ Yon rising moon that looks for us again.” 

The delightful part of the above is that, with the exception of the 
verse about the “loaf of bread, the jug of wine, and thou,” and the 
one about “ Yon rising moon,” not one is the same as the ones Dr. 
Prince and I went over together in the afternoon! Does that bear 
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the stamp of simple mind reading, or was my husband filling in 
what he had noticed that Dr. Prince and I had omitted ? * 

On questioning Mrs. B. regarding her familiarity with this poem 
she told me that one of her beaux gave her the volume before she 
was married, about 15 years ago, that he used to read it to her then 
and she does not remember having looked at it since, certainly not 
recently. She seems to have a very vague acquaintance with it, and 
I do not believe could repeat one verse of it from her own memory. 
This seems to account for her not being able to grasp the whole of 
what she saw or heard, as it went too quickly, and her own knowl- 
edge of it did not come to her aid, therefore she could only give me 
a few words of each verse here and there. 

Then she got the word “ Egypt,” meaning nothing to me, and she 
asked “ Have you got books tied up in a package?” I have, books 
ef his. The word “ Polly,” suggesting nothing to me. Lastly: 

“He says: ‘Oh, Marian, when will you learn I am still with 
you?” 


SITTING WITH MRS. BORDEN OF AUGUST 3rd, 1922. 


This was the first sitting I had with Mrs. Borden after having 
visited Mrs. Chenoweth in Boston. Mrs. Borden did not know I had 
had the Boston sitting. The first thing she said was: 

“I can see your husband rubbing his fingers as if they were cold, 
he brings me in touch with a winter condition.” ‘This motion was 
given me by Mrs. Chenoweth to indicate that he loved and had an 
open fire. (We did not have an open fire, though one was a part of 
his plan for the future.) 

There is a small empty space in my room where I used to keep a 
table, but I have lately moved the table. Psychic looked at this space, 
and said: “ Did you have a plain little book-case with about four 
shelves? because I want to take it and put it in that space.” We did 
have just such a book-case, one that was made for my husband under 
his special instructions, and he was particularly fond of it. It had 





* Mrs. Spencer reported this sitting to me promptly so that I was able to 
endorse what she says about the verses we “pieced out.” The two which 
duplicated those referred to in the sitting, those with the lines “A loaf of 
bread, a jug of wine and Thou,” and “ Yon rising moon that looks for us in 
vain,” had been referred to before in the sitting of May 27th, and this may 
have been the reason why we recited the complete stanzas. 
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four shelves and was extremely plain, in fact, scarcely more than a 
magazine rack, but it was nice looking and very useful. I have dis- 
posed of it, and psychic never either saw it or heard of it. She then 
said something which to her seemed strange and without meaning: 
“ He says, ‘ Next time, bring some pictures please.’” When I went 
to Boston I hesitated a long time as to whether I should take the 
triple case of photographs I have of my husband with me or not, and 
finally decided in the negative. There is a possibility that he wanted 
me to bring them next time, as for all we know to the contrary, 
such things may help them to come. I did not mention this to 
psychic. It seems rather far-fetched. 

Next came the name “ Ralph.” I know no one of this name. 
Then my husband asked Mrs. Borden to place her hands on the 
typewriter and take a letter. She sat near the machine, and saw the 
following written: “ Darling Marian: Mine eyes are thine to use. 
You should not be embarrassed if I cast a spell over you any time. 
My gifts are few, but you are rather fortunate in having a function 
which is not quite clear to you yet, but a little patience will bring 
about gratifying results.* Don’t cry over me, dear, I am happy. 
You know how I suffered when I was there on the earth plane. It 
was not possible for me to get well. I could not pull through that 
awful condition. It was a brave battle I put up, nevertheless. You 
were my pet. (He never called me this.) f Will you help me to 
become stronger by being calm, peaceful and have happy, beautiful 
thoughts in your mind all the time. Try to be in tune with nature. 
Join a good psychic class.” The last few lines I cannot help feeling 
are from Mrs. Borden’s own recent impressions received from a 
mental healer whom she has been in contact with. She heard the 
name “ Williams,” which has no significance for me, then said: 





* No one can tell what was the particular reference. But it is interesting 
that later, before I had read this passage, I thought I discerned a certain 
ability on the part of Mrs. Spencer which might be cultivated to the advantage 
of psychical research, and resolved to give her practice in developing it. The 
task I set her first was one particularly demanding patience and persistence. 
The “function” which I thought I discerned was certainly not clear to her 
at the time of the sitting, and perhaps not now. 


+ Nor does he say he called her this. It is a statement of fact, eminently 


justified by the facts and illustrated by his pet-names for her. In fact the 
term would be suitable to each. 











628 Journal of the American Society for Psychical Research. 


“ He shows me a gas jet burning, and says: ‘ Send me a little baby 
kiss.’ He is whispering something in your ear.” We used some- 
times to pretend to bend down very close to whisper in each other’s 
ears, and imprint a small hurried kiss on the ear under the pretense 
of whispering. This took place only when we were likely to be 
observed, which possibly the light of the burning gas symbolizes. 
Then once more, out of such a number of times, came the name 
“ Waite.” I do not know anyone named “ Waite,” and cannot 
understand the persistency with which this comes through. If it 
were just some submerged memory of Mrs. B.’s, why does she 
keep mentioning it when I tell her it means nothing to me? She 
really appears to get it psychically, and I cannot account for its 
constant recurrence. 

“ He goes to the typewriter and writes on yellow paper: ‘ Prac- 
tice what you preach. June—’ (a long pause here) 20th, 1903.” 
Psychic gave this date very slowly and wonderingly, and asked me 
if 1903 meant anything to me. I said it did not, and she puzzled over 
it quite a little. Finally I said—‘ Are you sure it is a 3, might it 
not be an 8?” As I spoke she saw my husband (so she said) write 
an 8 over the 3 in an impatient manner as if annoyed with her for 
making a mistake. Under this he wrote the words: “ Marriage.” 
“Death.” Psychic knows I was married in June, and must know 
approximately the year, that is | was married within a year or two 
of herself and she knows this. That would not account for her 
taking the year to be 7903, as that is five years out of the way. I do 
not think I ever mentioned the date of my marriage as the 20th to 
her, but cannot be sure of this, as she once wrote me a letter on that 
date and it contained what seemed to be a message from my hus- 
band, so it is quite possible that I told her at the time it was my anni- 
versary. So all the apparent evidence in the above is pretty well 
spoiled, and yet for all that I fully believe in my own mind that it 
was a real message given as a test by my husband. I cannot, of 
course, expect anyone else to think so. Next to this, Mrs. Borden 
saw written: “Don’t tell Mrs. Borden any dates or any numbers 
unless she tells you first. Prosperity be thine. January 11th. May 
God be with you until we meet again. There is a wonderful oppor- 
tunity coming to you. Only Mother knows the meaning of this.” I 
can guess, but my guess would be that this is a prediction. 

“ Murmuring brooks, shady dells, peaceful avenues of thought. 
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Penny.” He used often to say “ Penny,” meaning “ A Penny for 
your thoughts.” “ Pansies.* Dot.” I do not get any connection 
here. 

The psychic then said she saw a doctor in the room, and described 
him as a man of 38 or 40, tall and slender, rather nice looking, and 
it seemed he would take great interest in me from a psychic point 
of view. 

Curiously enough, I had an appointment to be examined in my 
room the next day by a doctor I had never seen. He did look very 
much as she described, but having found my heart, lungs, etc., quite 
sound, he took no interest in me whatever. Psychic did not know I 
contemplated seeing a doctor for any purpose. Yet a day or two 
later, another doctor was called to my room to take charge of a case 
of obsession, the subject of which had gotten out of my control. 
There may be the “psychic” connection, but this doctor was of 
entirely different appearance. 


SITTING WITH MRS. BORDEN AUGUST IIth, 1922. 


Just previous to this sitting I had been arranging reports of Mrs. 
Borden’s work with me for the Society for Psychical Research, a fact 
of which she was not aware. I had undergone a good deal of mental 
distress in my uncertainty as to whether or not it would be pleasing 
to my husband to have so intimate a story published. The night 
before this visit of Mrs. Borden’s, I had cried out loud in my anxiety, 
saying: “ Oh, James, tell me if it is all right to do it!” 

The first thing Mrs. Borden saw was my husband standing near 
me holding some papers in his hand, and looking at them carefully. 
He turned over page after page, until he came to the 4th and there 
near the foot of the page he seemed to find something that puzzled 
him, and he said it was not quite right. I asked the psychic what 
the papers looked like because I had several manuscripts on hand in 





* After comparison with other passages where similar words occur to- 
gether, it seems to me less probable that “ Penny” is an allusion to his fre- 
quent expression in life than that it was the thwarted attempt to get some 
word expressed. In that case “ Pansies” would be another attempt, very 
likely also not what was intended. It would be rash to urge that “ Pinchie” 
was the word aimed at, but, since nearly all other major pet-names had been 
recognizably expressed, it is not improbable that a vain attempt was made 
here to convey another. 
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my desk drawer. I said, having one particular one in mind: “Is 
there a cover on them?” She said: “ No, there are clips at the top— 
have you got something that is unfinished?” I said I had, drawing 
out the manuscript of the reports of her work, which were then un- 
finished and clipped together at the top with several clips, one for 
each of several reports. ‘“ Does it look like this?” I asked, and she 
said “ Yes, that is it.” It may be remarked that this was the only one 
of the manuscripts I had on hand which had clips at the top and 
which was in an unfinished state. I asked her if my husband seemed 
pleased or displeased with what he read, and she said: “Oh, he is 
pleased, his face is all smiling and happy, but there is something he 
thinks ought to be changed on the fourth page, it looks like a sort of 
postscript or something added on.” She did not know what the 
manuscript contained. I felt some reassurance from her description 
of his manner that my husband was not displeased with what I had 
been doing. I looked vainly, however, for the place where some- 
thing seemed to be wrong. I read the part indicated, and could not 
find that it was incorrect.* 

Then psychic saw a letter in the typewriter, which started out 
“Longest Article, Article 1. Instantaneous. We, the party of the 
first part, beg to state that the people themselves are to blame for 
negligence and carelessness. I presume it will be advisable to take 
up the matter with someone else. Shallow minded people are unfair 
in their statements regarding Providence.” I have no idea what all 
this means. Psychic then looked at a picture of kittens I have, and 
said: “ He says, ‘ Stroke that kitty for me.’” He would have called 
it something else, I think. She hears him say. “ Work with a will 
and determination to succeed. Do not be discouraged, it is not an 
easy thing, the task that you have undertaken.” ‘This may refer to 
my attempts to secure communication with him. “ Pearls are price- 
less, beauty does not amount to anything.” 

From this point on, the communications consist mostly of moral 
principles and precepts and advice chiefly for the psychic herself, and 
much matter that is obviously subconscious, reflecting as it does im- 
pressions | know her to have received normally in her connection 





*It would not be certain what section in clips was referred to, and there 
might be something wrong, though ‘Mrs. Spencer did not note it. This is a 
possibility, though, of course, it cannot be urged as a fact. 
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with the mental healer I mentioned before, and other incidents. 
Only one other thing came which seemed as if it might be from my 
husband. She said: “ He draws a picture of a cat.” Early in the 
evening, when the influence seemed at its strongest an interesting 
incident occurred. I have spoken before of the blue lights I often see 
which I believe to be of supernormal origin. Mrs. Borden said at 
one time during the evening: “ I can see him so plainly, standing just 
behind you.” She sat opposite me, and an instant or two after she 
said this, my eye was caught by a spot of beautiful violet light di- 
rectly in front of me, and at the psychic’s left. For once this seemed 
to be exactly in front of my eye, and I gazed quite fixedly at it, but 
said nothing to Mrs. Borden of what I saw. It remained longer than 
they usually do, several seconds in fact, and while I was looking, 
Mrs. Borden said: “ Now he is standing right here by me,” indicating 
the exact spot in which I was seeing the violet light. Even if Mrs. 
3orden glanced in my direction, my gaze would not necessarily imply 
more than that I was thinking deeply, nor could she tell by it at what 


distance I saw something, even though she guessed that I saw any- 
thing at all. 


SITTING WITH MRS. BORDEN AUGUST 26th, 1922. 

Mrs. Borden said she could see my husband standing near his 
trunk with an open book in his hand and could hear him say: 
“Where are you, where are you, my darling little wife?—To (or 
two, I cannot decide which) things you see, your eyes are clear, your 
love is here with me. We understand, we hold your hand, across the 
Great Divide. It is not true you’re feeling blue, I am standing there 
with you. That’s all.” This is very funny and curious. My hus- 
band had little or no understanding of poetry, in fact, it rather an- 
noyed him “ For why ” he would say, “ do they chop it up into short 
lines?’ Much we argued and discussed the reasonableness, use and 
beauty of poetry, and in latter years he grew to appreciate it and 
ceased to worry about the shortness of the lines. Oddly enough, he 
could read it beautifully, having a delightful voice that lent itself to 
the interpretation of poetry amazingly well. Because I loved it so, 
and it was such a part of my life, he sometimes, on very special oc- 
casions such as my birthday, essayed to write me some verses. They 
were not very good poetry, but so sincere and dear and funny that | 
loved them. The above is a very good example of what he could do. 
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Psychic knows nothing of this phase of our lives, in fact, no one in 
the world does up to this writing. Mrs. Borden said he smiled and 
said: “ Sweetheart, I did that for you. You appreciate my progress, 
don’t you?” Mrs. Borden could hear actual music going on outside, 
for the window was open. It distracted her, and seemed to her to 
distract him. She said he made a motion as if he were leading them, 
and that is very characteristic of him. He loved grandeur in music, 
and frequently gesticulated as if leading an orchestra when he heard 
it, that is, if he was unobserved by the public, as when we played the 
graphophone, or when a band went by outside. She said: “ He feels 
jolly and full of life.” He imitated her smoking. She mentioned 
certain dental work which she said he showed her towards the back 
where it was not ordinarily seen, and I could not check this up be- 
cause I do not remember it accurately. Something had been done, I 
know, but I could not say positively what it was. 

Conditions were not very good on this occasion. The night was 
warm, the windows open perforce, and an odor of naphthaline was 
very strong in the room. Here the psychic saw him put a handker- 
chief to his mouth and take away a discharge of saliva, rolling the 
handkerchief as he did so. She said: “ He gives a little cough after 
it.” She gave an exact reproduction of the operation he and the 
nurses went through so, so many times in his last illness. He would 
cough a little and then bring up a lot of ropy saliva, which had to be 
removed in just the way she showed me. She was completely mysti- 
fied at first and could not understand what he was doing. I had 
never spoken of this to her because it was one of the most agonizing 
things in connection with his illness, and pains me greatly even 
now to think of it. Her speaking of it caused me acute suffering, as 
it is my greatest struggle to forget what he went through and place 
my mind on what I hope to be his present better condition. I told 
her at this time just what it all meant, and we discussed for some lit- 
tle time what his reasons were for recalling this distressing thing. 
The psychic thought the odor mentioned above had perhaps given 
him a feeling of sickness and caused this memory in him. The odor 
was not at all sickening to either the psychic or to me, although it 
was decidedly unpleasant. After the odor died away, my husband 
seemed to be his usual self again, and asked for the papers he had 
held before with the clips on them. These he seemed to hold and 
gesticulate as if making a speech. She hears him say: “ Mary, Mary, 
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my heart’s delight, you must not (sic) cry no more at night. You 
know I am there with you, why feel so blue?” With this, Mrs. 
3orden got up very enthusiastically and kissed me on the cheek a 
number of small kisses, and said “ He wants to do that, he thinks 
those rhymes are cute.” And so they are, and very much the sort 
of thing he would do, and he could also think them “ cute.” As for 
crying, I had told Mrs. Borden that I had done this the night before. 
I have never known her to attempt to make jingles on her own 
account. 

Then she said he seemed to be holding a book of poems, and said 
the name “ Robin.” She picked up a volume of Mrs. Browning’s and 
looked at a poem, but she said that was the wrong one, because he 
pushed her head right down on the book. Not very gentlemanly, but 
perhaps it was the only way he could indicate that a mistake was 
being made! Truly enough, it was a poem that had no associations 
for us. Then she saw a “B.” I wonder if the “ Robin” and the 
“B” were attempts to say that he wanted Robert Browning, a se- 
lection from whose works I have been asking for from my husband 
for some time, as a test. 

Mrs. B. asked me if I had been having more pain in my foot, for 
she saw him again massaging it. I had that day suffered to some 
extent with it for the first time since she saw him do this previously. 
This time, however, the excruciating pain did not take place as be- 
fore, it only threatened. 

Then came disconnected, and seemingly meaningless words: “ A 
bridge. Albright. Want to help you. Thanatopsis. Bryant. The 
Gleaners. JCC,” and psychic saw manicure implements spread out 
on the trunk. I could find no connection here. 

Then psychic saw me in a dark blue velvet dress made very 
plainly and of an extremely dark shade of blue. I once had a dress 
of exactly this description which my husband especially liked. It 
was of “ midnight blue ” and made very simply, but was one of those 
garments that seem “ just right” on the wearer. This I had some 
years ago, and never another like it. Psychic had never either seen 
or heard of this dress. 

Psychic asked me if my husband used to eat apples, and I said no 
he did not. She said he was eating something that looked exactly 
like an apple. I do not know what significance this may have; this 
is the second time she has spoken of it. Mrs. B.: “ Did he have 
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leather slippers, big and roomy?” Yes, and always wore them at 
home in the evenings. She heard the word “ Septimus,” meaning 
nothing. Next she heard him say: 

“T struggled, didn’t 1? You married me because you loved me, 
didn’t you? You didn’t care what they said. You appreciated my 
efforts, didn’t you? God will take care of you. He is your body- 
guard.” I asked psychic what she thought was meant by the third 
sentence, and she said she supposed someone had opposed my mar- 
riage. She had no means of knowing this, but this line has a very 
great significance for me, as there was indeed a great deal of oppo- 
sition to our marriage, and I “ didn’t care what they said,” then or 
now or at any time. This is a very subtle reference, and few of my 
friends would think there had been very much opposition, and yet 
such was the case. 

He spoke of someone on the Other Side who seemed to be get- 
ting in his way and annoying him. In fact, during the whole time 
Mrs. Borden had the feeling that he was finding .it hard to manifest 
himself. 

She heard him say: “ O God, give you back to me again! I want 
to hold you to my heart once more. Try and be brave. Don’t worry. 
You will never be sorry for what you have done for me. You wrote 
that poem for me. Date it.” I had previously shown Mrs. Borden a 
few verses I had put together, and she was pleased with them. She 
said: “ He wants you to get several together and put them into a 
little book form—‘ It will open up a world of communication between 
you and me. It will tighten our bonds of love, brighten our pathway 
and cheer us.’” Psychic here caught her breath and said “I felt as 
though I died then,” meaning she herself felt so. “ Did he have a 
glass and lift it to drink and hold the spoon between the fingers?” 
Oddly enough, when using the tabouret and chair that Mrs. Borden 
was at the moment using, as before stated, he was almost always pro- 
vided with a tall glass of some cool drink. Through slothtfulness I 
often failed to give him anything on which to rest the spoon that was 
almost always necessary, and he had perforce to hold it on most oc- 
casions in just the way the psychic described. What a trivial thing, 
and yet it brings me such a familiar picture of him as he was in life! 

He then asked that my picture be placed near his, and that was 
the end of the sitting. 
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REMARKS BY THE Eprror. 

What I have to say will be almost entirely related to the 
pet-names. 

Fortunately these were protected, against all slips of the 
tongue or of memory, from the normal knowledge of Mrs. 
3orden. Mrs. Spencer is certain that she never could, and never 
did, mention any of them to the psychic. She is so singularly 
sensitive in regard to them that she had never previously men- 
tioned one to any living person and could not have done so in the 
sittings without summoning up resolution against repugnance and 
without remembering it when done; besides which, according to 
her testimony, she kept firmly in mind the necessity of extreme 
caution all along the line, in order to guard evidence. That she 
could not have disclosed these pet-names or any of them by in- 
tention, that it is extremely improbable that she could have done 
so by inadvertence, and that if she had mentioned one by inad- 
vertence she would have noted and remembered the fact, seems to 
me psychologically certain. The difficulty she found in mention- 
ing one of the names to me even in a disguised form, the hesita- 
tion before she gave it correctly, the long delay before she brought 
herself to show me the entire list, after she learned that I agreed 
with her as to the impressiveness of the facts she described, and 
the travail of soul she experienced before yielding to urgent solici- 
tation to disclose the whole list to readers of the Journal, were to 
me convincing. I cannot doubt when she solemnly declares that 
never were any of the pet-names disclosed by her to anyone pre- 
vious to their coming out in the sittings, no, not to her nearest 
relatives or dearest friend. And she as emphatically affirms that 
her husband was at least as sensitive as she about their nomen- 
clature of affection, that neither ever applied any of the names to 
each other except when alone or in private letters, and that the 
whole matter was a secret between them. 

Here is the list of names Mrs. Spencer was accustomed to 
apply to her husband : 

Minnie-cat. 

Kewpie. 

Pixie. 

Pinchie. 

Pitty. Pettit. Pitchie. (Variations of Pinchie.) 
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Little Fox. 

Lamb. 

Turtle. 

Little Boy Blue. 

Baboy. (Pronounced Bay-boy. ) 

Dadie. (Pronounced Day-dy.) 

Chicken. (Very rarely used.) 

Squunchie. (Not recently used.) 

There may have been a few other names, and, if casual and 
sporadic ones were to be regarded, there doubtless were. “ But 
these were the chief ones and the most lately in use.” And though 
Mrs. Spencer has given time and pains to the task, she is not able 
to remember any other secret names of established and major 
rank. Of that class she considers the list as practically complete. 
Such a common term as “ Dear,’”’ about which the couple felt no 
peculiar sensitiveness, so that they would employ it now and then 
before others, is of course not included. And such terms, though 
actually employed in life, are not counted in the evidential sum- 
mary, though Mrs. Spencer is particular to say when any ex- 
pression does not sound like her husband. 

We will now review the manner by which the most of the 
above list of names came out in the sittings. 

Kewpie. On Oct. 15, 1921 (pp. 563-4), Mrs. Borden saw 
“two big eyes,” stumbled at “ Buster Brown,” but at once added, 
“T see your husband sitting at a desk with a pencil in his hand. 
He seems to be in an office, drawing. Now, you will laugh at 
this, it is ridiculous. He draws a Kewpie doll—he makes a big 
circle for the head, and a longer one for the body, very quickly, 
and it looks just like one of these Kewpie dolls.”” Mrs. Spencer 
“admitted to the psychic that this was a good piece of evidence, 
but did not tell her how good,” nor in what way it was good. The 
admission somewhat vitiates the after mention of a Kewpie on 
June 10th, 1922 (p. 624), but the inference which the psychic 
therein drew “as if he had been somewhere for pleasure and 
won it,” shows that she had not divined that it meant himself. 
The passage reads: “ He shows me a funny Kewpie doll, as if he 
had been somewhere for pleasure and won it, because he is in a 
Palm Beach suit.’”” And the passage immediately follows refer- 
ence to a kitten, which relates to another of the pet-names. 
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The fact is that this Kewpie was one of the favorite names, 
and that Mr. Spencer numberless times did what the psychic saw 
him do, drew a Kewpie for his wife’s amusement, big eyes and all. 
Once, when discussing the publication of the experiments, but 
after no previous allusion to the Kewpie incident, I asked Mrs. 
Spencer to draw one as her husband used to make it. (All the 
originals are destroyed.) She at once drew “a big circle for the 
head, and a longer one for the body” (an oval), with big eyes 
and a few marks to indicate limbs, and added, “ But my husband 
made them more rapidly than that,’ which accords with the 
psychic’s “draws . . . very quickly.” 

Little Fox. This comes next, not in importance, but in order 
of appearance in the psychic’s deliverances. In the same sitting 
and soon after the first mention of a Kewpie, Oct. 15, 1921, (p. 
564), came this: “I see the drawing of a fox, would that mean 
anything to you?” 

It did mean something to Mrs. Spencer. She says: “ Another 
part of our precious foolishness, and one of my husband’s nick- 
names [Fox and Little Fox] in which he took special amusement, 
as he had reddish hair and he thought it appropriate. This name 
has so many associations that they would almost fill a copy of the 
Journal by themselves.” 

Minnie-Cat. At the sitting of Dec. 30th, 1921 (pp. 566-8), 
the psychic saw Mr. Spencer at a typewriter, operating it in the 
inexpert manner which was his, and a letter issuing from the 
machine, the first word of which was “ Minnie.” The letter con- 
tinued: “‘ Smile and be brave. Try to make the best of it. It is 
only for a little while.” The psychic then said: “ He makes a lot 
of little crosses for kisses, and draws a cat.”’ 

It should be noted that none of the above details are liable to 
the suspicion that they are picked out from a lot of unrecorded 
ejaculations, though even then “he draws a cat,” together with 
the fact that the psychic did not often see him drawing anything, 
would be hard to explain on the theory of chance coincidence. 
But “‘ Minnie,” the three sentences aggregating but 18 words, 
the crosses for kisses, and the drawing of the cat, constitute one 
incident, stenographically recorded at the time. Aside from the 
brief advice we have “ Minnie,” the crosses for kisses and the 
drawing of the cat. The crosses for kisses are somewhat com- 
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mon, but they were true of many of Mr. Spencer’s letters, includ- 
ing one shown me, whereas it is not the case with all men that 
they have indicated kisses in letters by such means, and I never 
did so in my life. “ Minnie” and “cat” and the fact that the 
cat was seen drawn by Mr. Spencer, are the great features. 

If a psychic gets the word “ Dear” there is no evidentiality 
in the fact, since the term is next to universally employed as one 
of affection. If the word is “ popsy-wopsy ”’ and it was actually 
employed in life, it is evidential, though only to a small degree. 
But when a term is so peculiar that the reader has never heard it 
before and doubts if it was ever employed by one person in five 
million as a term of affection for a person, we have a decidedly 
evidential situation in case it occurs in a psychical deliverance, 
distinctly coupled with the person who used it or to whom it was 
applied, and normal knowledge of the facts is excluded. Es- 
pecially is this true if the object representing a part of the name 
is seen drawn by the person to whom it was relevant, and he 
actually was in the habit of drawing it in his lifetime. 

This is exactly the situation. Originating as Mrs. Spencer has 
told us (p. 566), Minnie-Cat became the most persistent, as well 
as the oddest, of all the pet-names which she bestowed upon her 
husband. Scores and scores of times he called himself by this 
title at the close of a letter, and drew a cartoon of himself as a 
cat doing this and that thing. I have been shown a number of 
such letters, and among them one with the crosses for kisses. 
Note the combination—the letter, Minnie-Cat, and crosses! 

Mrs. Spencer says: “ I will admit that I broke down here, and 
told her it was good, but I did not tell her what it was or how 
good, and to this day she has no idea in the world that she had 
given me in two sections, one a drawing, . . . my husband’s best 
pet-name.” But at least the psychic was now informed that some- 
thing in the letter incident was significant and important, so that 
any after mention has no additional weight unless the mention 
is with such other particulars or in such a combination as to 
evade the force of Mrs. Spencer’s admission. 

The word “Minnie” on page 570, then, has no weight, 
though it is again associated with Mr. Spencer, nor has “ cat” on 
page 572. But when, on Jan. 20th, 1922 (p. 574), “ Minnie- 
meow, meow!” and again “ Meow, meow!” is followed by 
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“There is nothing else like it. I understand. You little kitten, 
you little kitten complains. Do not come near me. Fraidy cat.” 
it is a different matter. As the sitter says, it looks as though 
“You little kitten” must be meant for “ your little kitten.” 
Why, otherwise, the repetition, if not from effort to get it right, 
and why “ complains’? What could “ Do not come near me, 
Fraidy cat,” mean, odd as the expression is, but that he was the 
cat? If “ there is nothing else like it” means the “ meow ” name, 
it is not only intelligible but the truth. One wonders whether “ I 
understand ” could not be meant for an affirmation followed by 
a question “I Understand?” Also, ‘‘ Minnie-cat,” as the term 
was used by the couple, always meant a kitten or small cat. 

In the sitting of March 4th, 1922 (p. 606), after an evident 
reference to Mr. Spencer as communicator, there came “ Draw a 
little kitten,’ which direction Mrs. Borden obeyed. She was then 
told to draw the sun, then the moon, and then heard the word 
“Minnie” three times, followed by “ Only mine,” which might 
well represent an attempt to express that no one else had such a 
name. Mr. Spencer’s settled habit, when he made the funny car- 
toons, was to make them either on Sunday or on Monday morn- 
ing. Could it be this fact that “ sun and moon” was intended to 
express? 

On May 20th, 1922 (p. 612), came “I dearly love my little 
kitten,” followed by “ Boots, boots, boots.’’ Plainly the term is 
used as a name for either a cat or a person. Naturally Mrs. 
Borden thought it meant Mrs. Spencer. But it might be a playful 
quotation from or expression of the sentiments of his wife. And 
I barely whisper the suggestion that “ Boots,” immediately fol- 
lowing, might be the vestige of an attempt to get through a play- 
ful reference to “ Puss in boots.” 

On June 3rd, 1922 (p. 622), the psychic saw drawn under- 
neath a chain which had belonged to Mr. Spencer and now was 
worn about Mrs. Spencer’s neck, a cat, followed by the word 
“Me.” Then Mrs. Borden said, “ He fastens the cat right to the 
chain. He draws a heart.” This seems to tell a plain story. 
The cat is Me, bound as by a chain to Mrs. Spencer, that is, to her 
heart. And two other of the pet-names came in close connection, 
one before and one after. Then Mrs. Spencer asked if the psychic 
knew what name she had once given, part as a word and part as a 
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drawing, the two parts separated by other words. Mrs. Borden 
said that she did not, but added that she was hearing the words 
“ Minnie and Meow; Minnie, Meow.” Either the spirit was 
answering or Mrs. Borden’s subconscious was (if we credit her 
words), but at any rate the problem is with us wherever the sub- 
conscious originally got its information. 

The only evidential value of the next reference to the kitten, 
on June 10th, 1922 (p. 624), is in its combination with another 
pet-name, Kewpie, which we have noted already. Again, on Aug. 
llth (p. 631), came “ He draws a picture of a cat.” This in- 
sistence on drawing is of value, seeing that the cat was the most 
frequently drawn of all in Mr. Spencer’s lifetime. 

Turtle. On January 4th, 1922 (p. 570), after a pertinent 
message to “ Mimi,” the name of a sister of Mr. Spencer, Mrs. 
Borden said, ““ He draws a rose. Draws a turtle.’”’ As we find a 
number of instances where this psychic’s first impression of a 
word is afterward corrected, it may be that the “ Rose” with its 
rounded outline, was the first and mistaken impression of what 
came directly after, as the drawing of a turtle with its oval shape. 
At any rate the second impression corresponded with one of the 
pet-names of the purported communicator, and that this is not an 
accidental coincidence is made probable by the immediate suc- 
cession of a convincing attempt to give another of the pet-names. 

Dadie (pronounced day-dy). Following the drawing of the 
turtle came “ Didi—dado—dido”’ [spelled out by the psychic]. 
These combinations might well represent an effort to give 
“ dadie,”’ and in them the nrst syllable of the actual pet-name ap- 
pears once and the equivalent of the second appears three times. 
Coming as they do in a matrix of relevances to Mr. Spencer, an 
appropriate message coupled with the name of his sister, a recog- 
nizable incident, a peculiarity of his speech, etc., and directly fol- 
lowing a drawing of a turtle, which represents another of the 
names, the presumption is greatly strengthened. It may be added 
that while he was not accustomed to draw a turtle, he did draw 
one, and also drew the other objects represented by the names, to 
go with gifts to his wife on his last Christmas. 

On Jan. 25th, 1922 (p. 582), closing a purported message 
from Mr. Spencer as a signature might, came “ Noody, or nodee 
dee, no dady.” This looks like an effort to correct erroneous im- 
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pressions of the form of a word in the consciousness of the 
psychic. It is very probable that “ Noo” means the “no” which 
twice follows. May not the sentence be a thin disguise for “ No 
dy or [the psychic was uncertain which] no, deedee [equivalent 
to Didi, the first form which came on Jan. 4th]; no, dady” 
[equivalent to the actual pet-name Dadie]. 

The oddity of the name Dadie [pronounced day-dy] and the 
fact that the psychic’s utterances played about it without once 
falling into the assonantal pitfall of daddy, give this section of the 
facts more weight. 

Baboy [contraction of “ Baby boy”]. There was a rather 
persistent appearance in Mrs. Borden’s conscious of visual im- 
ages of babies coupled with matter relating to Mr. Spencer. 
On Dec. 30th, 1921 (p. 569), there was a baby in a swing or 
something not determined, and then a crying baby. A little later 
in the same sitting came “ My big boy,” of no account by itself, 
but possibly significant in combination. On Jan. 20th, 1922 (p. 
572), there is another picture of a baby followed by a reference 
to a cat, the latter suggestive of one of the pet-names. Later in 
the same sitting comes one of the most convincing of the Minnie- 
cat groups, shortly followed by a veridical picture of Mr. Spencer 
waving his hand and saying “ Bahby.” Then “ Sincere wishes, 
write again,” and what Mrs. Spencer, in her conscientious desire 
to be accurate, says was something like “ Bad Boy,” or “ Baboy.” 
The picture of what Mr. Spencer used to do in imitation of a 
baby boy accompanied by “‘ Bahby ” [remember that the pet-name 
““ Baboy ” was a contraction of Baby Boy] followed by something 
like “Bad Boy,” or “ Baboy,” added like a signature to the 
words “ Sincere wishes. Write again,” which suggest the end of 
a letter, are impressive. And the way that in this and other sit- 
tings apparent emergences of one pet-name occur in near con- 
tiguity to emergence of one or more of the other names, all in a 
setting of suggestive remarks about Mr. Spencer or attributed to 
him, more and more produce the impression that there is an in- 
telligence at work somewhere to make the names come out recog- 
nizably and convincingly. 

Pinchie (Variants were Pitty, Pettit, Pitchie.) In the sitting 
of Jan. 25th, 1922 (p. 578), there purported to come from Mr. 
Spencer the word “ Petsy,’”’ followed by sounds such as he used 
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to make in his vocal exercises. Later in the same sitting and in 
the midst of matter about Mr. Spencer, came “ Pretchie-Picture,” 
followed by the impression of words addressed to the psychic, 
“T wish you would not act like that. I see you cannot under- 
stand my enunciation sometimes, that is it.’ We have direct 
warrant in the text, then, for concluding that neither “ Pretchie ” 
nor “ Picture’ is exactly what was intended. We need not point 
out the resemblance of both to “ Pitchie.” The first attempt gets 
the latter syllable of the pet-name right, the second more nearly 
approximates to the former syllable. 

On June 3rd, 1922 (p. 620), the same communicator again 
said something which sounded like “ Petsy,”’ followed by the re- 
mark, ‘“‘ You don’t guess it.” Then, after references to Long- 
fellow which were not understood, he made a remark about 
“ pictures,” and directly afterward the psychic had a quasi-visual 
impression of him looking at his own picture, commenting upon 
his own looks and using the very characteristic expression “ rather 
saucy.” Both “ Petsy”’ and “ picture’’ seem to play around the 
variants Pitty, Pettit and Pitchie, and looking at representations 
of himself and saying “ I am ”’ so and so might well be a device to 
get through the fact that he was trying to give one of his 
pet-names. 

The impression produced becomes near certainty when, later 
in the same sitting, the psychic sees under a chain on Mrs. Spen- 
cer’s neck which had belonged to her husband, the word “ Petty,” 
which is so near Pitty and Pettit. The effect is heightened when 
“Petty ” disappeared and in its place came a cat fastened to the 
chain, followed by the word “ Me.” Other accompaniments en- 
rich the evidential combination, as seen where we treated the 
incident under Minnie-cat; especially the transition giving still 
another of the names. 

Lamb. The only passage which could possibly have been in- 
tended to express this name occurs in the sitting of March 4th, 
1922 (p. 607). It would be ridiculous to suppose that “ Baa, baa, 
Black Sheep’”’ was intended as a hint of it, if it stood by itself. 
But the evidence that nearly all the names got expressed recog- 
nizably makes it likely that whoever or whatever succeeded with 
these would attempt this also. And the occurrence of the ex- 
pression at the close of the message: “ Thank God that my wish 
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is realized, that it is possible to get in touch by spirit communica- 
tion,” has something of the effect of a signature. But I would 
not press this point. 

Little Boy Blue. In the sitting of March 4th, 1922 (p. 608), 
there occurs this curious passage: “‘ He seems to wrap a big blue 
veil around his face, and all around him I see blue, darker than 
the sky.” Then, after a few sentences which throw no light upon 
it comes, “‘ Blue-blooded people do not pay any attention to things 
like that.” The first expression is unintelligible, the second sounds 
as if dragged in. One wonders why this insistence on “ blue.” 
On June 3rd (p. 622), came “ Blue-eyed Dimply Darling,” and it 
was true that Mr. Spencer had both blue eyes and dimples, though 
he was never called by that title. The foregoing passages only 
suggest possibilities, in connection with the real evidence, which 
came on June 20th, not at a sitting, but when Mrs. Borden was 
writing Mrs. Spencer a letter, saying “I feel lonesome * * * 
rainy weather does give one the blues. * * * You see I feel just 
like a little baby girl * * * I am lonesome,” and then, after some 
lines asking Mrs. Spencer for the loan of another book to cure 
‘‘ Brain Fag ”’ occur these sentences : “ I am your little ‘ Boy Blue.’ 
How funny I should say that. But it just wanted to be written, 
so I wrote it.” (By the way, Mrs. Spencer’s oral version of the 
above, before the letter itself came into the possession of the So- 
ciety, was weaker than what was actually written, one of many 
noted indications that she is not prone to exaggerate. ) 

Of course Mrs. Borden’s feeling blue could have brought up 
the term “ Little Boy Blue,” but we are not at liberty to ignore the 
fact that instead of saying something like “it makes me feel like 
a Little Boy Blue,” as “ the psychic censor ” would have inclined 
her to do, she says “‘ J am your little ‘ Boy Blue’ and adds, won- 
deringly, that it is funny that she should say that, but it just 
wanted to be written down. She does not feel the same way 
about an earlier quoted phrase, but simply puts it down in quota- 
tion marks “ Brain Fag.” And it happens that the funny sen- 
tence was exactly appropriate as coming from Mr. Spencer, and 
contained one of his pet names. This is another of the frequent 
cases where it looks as though phrases and objects familiar to the 
psychic and her very moods are utilized to make the connecting 
bridge to what is sought to put through. 
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Mrs. Spencer formerly would call her husband “ Little Boy 
Blue,” particularly when she wakened him in the morning by re- 
peating the old nursery rhymes. This was not one of the more 
frequent names, and it fell out of use, but it had been employed. 

Chicken. In the sitting of June 3, 1922 (p. 622), in close 
connection with the psychic’s seeing the word “ Petty” (which 
we have already found to be the near equivalent of the variants 
Pitty and Pettit) underneath Mr. Spencer’s chain actually worn 
by his wife at the sitting, then a cat attached to the chain, fol- 
lowed by the word “ Me,” Mrs. Borden continued: “ He shows 
me a picture of you [Mrs. Spencer] chasing a little chicken with 
your dress held out.’”’ It looks as though the lady’s remembered 
habit of shooing away hens, which she feared, was utilized in a 
playful way to bring up her name for him. 

“ Petsy,” “ Petty,” the “ Blue-eyed Dimply Darling,“ the 
cat’ that is “‘ Me,” the “ chicken ” and the “ Minnie-meow ” in 
ene sitting are a group to cause serious thinking. 

At a sitting held on October 25th, 1922, after this part of the 
report was otherwise ready for the press (but before the October 
Journal was issued), important details were added. “ Petsy”’ is 
given again, and “ Betsy” is another attempt, both of which sug- 
gestively play around the variants “ Pitchie,’”’ and “ Pettit.” 
There is recognition that neither form is right, and also the dis- 
tinct statement that the effort is to give a name by which Mrs. 
Spencer used to call her husband. And then come “ Princie, dear, 
or Frenchy,” the former of which is a distinct approximation of 
“ Pinchie,” the name from which “ Pitchie,” “ Pitty” and “ Pet- 
tit’ were derived. It is to be emphasized that the names uttered 
by the psychic as coming from Mr. Spencer are not isolated ejacu- 
lations which require guesses to fit into place, nor mixed with 
irrelevances, but form a concrete group and are distinctly applied 
to the purported communicator. It is as if he first tried to give 
“ Pitchie”’ and, expressing dissatisfaction, tried for the related 
“ Pinchie.” The last syllable was correctly indicated by the alter- 
nate form given—“ Frenchie.” 

Pixie. Nothing came through to indicate this name, except 
that this resembles the pet-name “ Pitchie.” Anything in the 
psychic’s deliverances which is like the latter is also somewhat 
like the former. 
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Squunchie. Nothing like this appeared. 

The reader will form his own judgment whether it is reason- 
able, under all the circumstances, to ascribe the remarkable series 
of correspondences in regard to the pet-names to chance, or any 
other normal cause. But he should take into consideration that 
the words which appear to be identifiable with pet-names used in 
life almost invariably were distinctly associated with material 
expressly about Mr. Spencer, instead of being isolated ejacula- 
tions like the unintelligible ones often found in the record. 

I have already quoted the words which Mrs. Borden felt were 
addressed to her, “ I wish you would not act like that. I see you 
cannot understand my enunciation sometimes, that is it.” Here 
is a direct intimation that the words intended sometimes under- 
went alteration in transmission, and it followed what seems to be 
an example. There are other recognizable examples in the record, 
particularly meaningless words which on the second trial are 
altered into something intelligible. On page 582 we find “ Petu- 
ana.” That means nothing and if no progress had been made 
would appear to be nonsense and prey for the shallow critic. But 
it is followed by ‘“ Pet you on your cheek,” which both has mean- 
ing and relevance to past facts. “ Petuana,” then, has the very 
decided appearance of being an auditory error for “ Pet you on 
your—.” The immediately following “ Gege-hello, Edie” is 
meaningless as it stands, but may likewise auditorily resemble 
something which is full of meaning. On page 619 is the word 
“Harvard,” which the sitter reports has no relevance. She did 
not notice that it apparently is corrected in the first word of the 
next sentence, “‘ Heaven is where,” etc. It would be a bold guess 
[a later one of Mrs. Spencer] that ‘“Gristie nightie” is an 
auditory error for “ Kiss good nightie ” [p. 579], were the mean- 
ingless words not immediately followed by “ criss-cross, criss- 
cross.”” Remembering Mr. Spencer’s habit of making crosses for 
kisses on his letters to his wife, it is a not unreasonable con- 
jecture, the added words representing an attempt to make the first 
two intelligible. 

If none have been overlooked, there are only ten instances in 
the record of seeing Mr. Spencer draw an object, seeing a draw- 
ing or being told to draw something. He draws a Kewpie (p. 
564), as he often did in life. The psychic sees a drawing of a 
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fox (p. 564) which he drew on that memorable last Christmas, 
besides which he often signed letters to his wife by this title. He 
draws a cat over (p. 567) and again (p. 631), the first time 
with crosses, on another date she is told to draw a kitten, to- 
gether with the sun and moon (p. 606), and on another she 
sees the drawing of a cat with the word “ Me” (p. 622). Thus 
by the psychic the same relative importance is given to the name 
and the act of drawing that existed in the lifetime of Mr. Spencer, 
for Minnie-cat was his favorite pet-name and he drew a cat to 
represent himself oftener than all other objects combined. Be- 
sides, with the cat he often put crosses, at the end of a letter. 
He draws a rose, but as the drawing of a turtle immediately fol- 
lows, (p. 570) the former may be an error for the second after 
the fashion of the verbal errors. And he did draw a turtle on 
the last Christmas. He draws a heart in relevant connection with 
the cat (p. 622). Finally he “seems to be drawing a sunset. 
The sky is full of red colors. Minnie. Blake-lock. Blacklock ” 
(p. 573). Mr. Spencer is not known to have actually drawn any- 
thing of the kind, but do the allusions have any relevance to him, 
as would be indicated, seemingly, by the inclusion of the word 
“Minnie,” part of his chief pet-name? Yes, he and his wife used 
to go to exhibitions and give particular, tho by no means ex- 
clusive attention, to Blakelock’s pictures, and they followed his 
peculiar case with sympathetic interest. Mrs. Spencer had not 
thought of this relevance at the time the incident was printed in 
the October Journal, her attention being arrested by the fact that 
Blacklock was her godfather’s name. 

If the first coincidence involved in the passage is causal, the 
second could be also, being found in the law that one name within 
the circle of individual knowledge tends to call up another of 
similar sound within the same circle. If the passage came from 
a spirit, it would not be necessary to suppose that he intended 
“ Blacklock’ to be expressed; it might have come from his 
marginal thinking. On the telepathic theory it would be ac- 
counted for in a precisely similar way. 

It is now seen that a significant proportion of the allusions to 
drawing coincide with actual drawings made by Mr. Spencer in 
his life time. 

If attempts were made to get through tests of a literary nature 
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they were much less successful than the pet-names. Yet they 
deserve some consideration. 

In January, 1922 (p. 605), Mrs. Spencer’s mind dwells on the 
fourteenth chapter of John, but she does not read the first part of 
the chapter. At the next interview with Mrs. Borden the latter 
recites, ‘In my Father’s house are many mansions; if it were 
not so I would have told you. I go to prepare a place for you,” 
which she had heard recited by Mr. Spencer in a dream which 
partly concerned his wife, and which the psychic had had in the 
interim. This proved to be the second verse of the same chapter, 
as Mrs. Spencer discovered to her surprise. The fact that she did 
not read the verse on the lately preceding day, and did not know it 
was in the chapter whose latter part she read, “ not being very 
much of a Bible student,’ hardly suggests the telepathic theory, 
if the incident is not one of sheer coincidence. 

Preceding May 20th, 1922 (p. 609), Mrs. Spencer had been 
mentally asking her husband to recall some of the passages, 
mostly poetry, that they used to memorize together. On this 
date (p. 610) the psychic saw the husband sitting up in bed as if 
in his last illness and heard him ask the sitter to read him some 
poetry. She got a book to seek his favorite sonnet, which she 
had not read since his death, and it opened at once to the place, 
tho on the next morning on a number of trials it would not open 
to the same place. Personally I should not regard one such oc- 
currence with a used book as particularly evidential, though a 
number of such instances, involving different poems, might be. 

On May 27th (p. 613) the communicator said “ That is one 
thing I love—heautiful poetry,” which might have been simply a 
reflection of the fact that the psychic had just read aloud a poet- 
ical passage. [But later in the sitting, without anything further 
to lead up to it, the communicator is heard to say, “ Mortal man 
is as Shakespeare said in the ‘Seven Ages of Man.’” In re- 
sponse to a query, the psychic said she had not read in Shakes- 
peare for months. The fact was that the ‘ Seven Ages of Man” 
passage is one of the first which the couple memorized together, 
and one which they had much fun in quoting and paraphrasing. 

Directly afterward the psychic saw written “ The Rubaiyat of 
Omar Khayyam.” And this also is a poem which was very fa- 
miliar to the pair and from which they had memorized a number 
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of verses. Mrs. Spencer asked if he remembered any of it and at 
this and a later sitting a number of verses were referred to, some 
of which were favorites and likely to be, while others were not. 
Other authors and works were named, generally without evi- 
dential significance. 

While words and phrases ejaculated in no particular connec- 
tion, such as “ Home,” “ Maude,” “ Henry,” “ Felix,” “ Black- 
feather,” “ Martha,” “ seeing a Ferris wheel,” etc. (pp. 570-571), 
are of no assignable significance or of doubtful significance, it is 
striking how many of the visual impressions of Mr. Spencer do- 
ing something or auditory impressions of his saying something 
correspond with peculiar facts and characteristics in his lifetime. 
These were by no means always inerrant, as the record shows, 
and it is quite possible that a stenographic record of every word 
would give a more formidable appearance to the errors,* but it is 
hard to avoid the impression that so many hits, especially the 
complex ones, could not have been the work of chance or inad- 
vertences, especially as we bear in mind that the pet-names, which 
largely belong to the same category, were both protected from 
normal knowledge and numerically and by the strangeness of some 
of them beyond the reach of mere coincidence. Many of the 
details are so intimate and in a way trivial on the one hand, while 
at the same time peculiar and characteristic on the other, that no 
one not intimately acquainted with Mr. Spencer would have been 
likely to acquire them normally. 

Here are some examples: The typewriting, but in an inexpert 
manner (p. 567); the organ-playing—a long-past fact—with the 
flicking of ashes from a cigarette (p. 568) ; the cylindrical metal 
box of a certain length kept for small change (pp. 571-2); the 





* Note by Mrs. Spencer—This is doubtless true, but on the other hand, 
there are also a number of evidential incidents that have come through at odd 
times—-sometimes on the edge of another person’s sitting—of a nature too 


elusive or too intimate to put into words. For instance, a certain gesture was 


once given whose implications would involve pages and pages of explanation, 
and if each such incident were embodied in the reports, it would almost be 
tantamount to writing an autobiography of our married life. 

Being in a position to know all the facts, and using the best judgment at 
my command, which I strive at all times to render entirely impartial, I believe 
the proportion of “hits” and “misses” in the whole experience has been 
practically the same as exhibited in the published records. 
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regenerating effect of the studies with Prof. Daniels (p. 573); 
the humorous incident associated with Miss Fielding’s feet (p. 
577); the gargling exercise (p. 579); the mention of “ Bright 
Boy ” and the associated habit of polishing things (pp. 579, 619) ; 
the doggerel rhymes characteristic of Mr. Spencer, but not of 
Mrs. Borden’s psychic work (pp. 580, 631, 632) ; the reference to 
Van Cortlandt Park (after the rhymes) where he had made a 
humorous recital of a poem, and soon after to ball-playing, which 
was an incident of the park visit (pp. 580-1); the “ pet you on 
your cheek ” incident (p. 582) ; the characteristic act in reference 
to dimples no longer existing (p. 608); the stroking of a large 
bird (pp. 610-611) ; the picture of him eating an apple, which ar- 
rests the attention more than if it were a true one, since he had an 
apple-complex which made it impossible for him to eat an apple, 
throughout his life (pp. 611, 633) ; the locating an unfinished let- 
ter in a “ portfolio’ in a locked trunk, also picking out the right 
key of the trunk from a designated box and saying in advance that 
the letter was in a drawer in the trunk * (p. 612); the feet- 
massaging (p. 624); the tall glass and cold drink in connection 
with the tabouret (p. 634); the description of book-shelves (p. 
626) ; the whisper-kiss (p. 628) ; the gestures as though leading 
an orchestra (p. 632) ; the symptoms of the last illness (p. 632). 
This list is by no means exhaustive. 

It is quite possible to apply the telepathic hypothesis to 
nearly all, and perhaps all, of the contents of this record. One 
must indeed, in that case, face the fact that many of the contrasts 
between veridical results obtained in “ straight ”’ telepathic experi- 
ments and those with a “ spirit medium ”’ pointed out in my paper 
before the International Congress (Journal for December, 1921) 
are to be found here. 

One of the contrasts is worth taking into special consideration. 
The consensus of opinion in regard to straight telepathy is that 
success is favored by the agent or agents thinking intently of the 
object, sentence or whatever it may be which it is hoped will 
emerge in the percipient’s consciousness. Now Mrs. Spencer, at 





*I tried to pick out the proper key from the bunch and missed it, nor did 


I guess that there were drawers in the trunk, though the lady could possibly 
have guessed it. 
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the beginning of the sittings, had her mind intent on the hope that 
the communicator would use some of the pet-names which he had 
been accustomed to apply to her, and not at all upon those which 
she had applied to him. But it was the latter and the most im- 
portant which began to come through. Of course an expectation 
of other of these names would now be roused in the mind of the 
sitter, and a certain mental dwelling upon them may be posited, 
though the subsequent ones came unexpectedly to her supraliminal 
consciousness on the several occasions. But this does not void 
the fact that at first her mind was solely intent upon one class and 
those of another came, as though her wish were known and met 
in a general way so as to be evidential of true communication. 
No preferences or prepossessions as to theory should blink this 
fact. Furthermore, Mrs. Spencer did continue to hope that some 
of the peculiar names applied to her would be given. Not one 
was, but only terms which are in general use or expressions which 
were not characteristic of him. Yet the list of her peculiar names 
was about half as long as his. Therefore, considering the pro- 
portion of his which came through, and conceiving that they were 
obtained by any normal means, or by telepathy, there would be an 
expectation that five of the names for Mrs. Spencer should have 
been given... It is difficult to see how anything but deliberate in- 
tention could have excluded all of the set at first solely desired by 
the sitter and have produced nearly all of another set.* 





*In taking a general survey of Mrs. Borden’s work, I am impressed with 
the character of the communications that are evidential. They almost all con- 
sist of work, articles and incidents that one would naturally suppose to have 
become more deeply entrenched in my husband’s consciousness than in mine; 
as, his drawings, his keys, his little box of savings (kept secret from me for a 
long time), is unfinished letter, his sister whom I have never seen. None of 
my sisters, whom we both knew, was ever mentioned. Mrs. Borden knows 
none of either family except myself, and the chances would be as good, if not 
better, for one of my three sisters to be mentioned, as for his only sister. I 
think it is just because the memories were so much less strongly mine that I so 


often had difficulty in remembering the facts that coincided with the purported 
communications.—Note by Mrs. Spencer. 
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BOOK REVIEW. 


Merveilleux Phénoménes de l’au-dela. By MApELEINE FRONDONI La- 
COMBE. Lettre préface de l’illustre astonome CAMILLE FLAMMARION 
et lettre de l’illustre professeur de la Faculté de Médecine de Lis- 
bonne le Dr. p’Otiverra Feryao. Libraire Ferin, Lisbonne, 1920. 
Pp. 460. 

This book is devoted almost exclusively to the physical phenomena of 
spiritualism and is certainly the most extraordinary volume ever written 
upon that subject. The authoress has been known for some years as one 
who has been keenly interested in psychical phenomena and previous to 
the séances herein described had participated in some sittings with 
Eusapia Palladino. 


In January, 1913, she was paying a visit to her friend, the Countess 


- Castelwitch, in Lisbon, and one day proposed to the latter that they 


should try some table turning, which, together with one Mme. Pousa, 
they did and obtained messages and replies to their questions in the 
usual manner. It was soon evident to the sitters that the Countess was 
a powerful medium and the most startling phenomena began to occur. 
Indeed it would appear that the circle was equal to Palladino, Home, 
Florence Cook and Eva C. combined, and this without any one person 
going into a trance or even entering a cabinet. When the Countess was 
not available Mme. Lacombe came upon other persons who possessed 
almost as great or even greater powers. Two ladies moving in good 
society, Mesdames d’Andrade and Machado, discovered that their powers 
were also far superior to most of the great classical mediums put to- 
gether. Need it be added that later Mme. Lacombe believed that she 
found traces of mediumship in herself so that she must have added force 
to the remarkable power of the original circle. 

The phenomena themselves were as varied as any psychical re- 
searcher could wish. Generally he is contented if he gets one genuine 
rap or the movement of some small object without contact. Here, how- 
ever, everything was on the grandest scale. Telekinesis and levitations 
of furniture and small material articles; fusillades and volleys of raps 
and blows replying intelligently to questions; materializations of hands 
of all sizes and of all kinds; half formed and full formed phantoms, 
some in uniform and one carrying a large sword and another a lamp 
a la D. D. Home; a phantom who signed his name on a piece of paper, 
his signature being recognized as identical with the life script; a splendid 
series of vivid lights; the disappearance of flowers and other objects 
which had been enclosed in sealed boxes in full light; the sudden appear- 
ance of these objects weeks after in the form of apports; direct writing 
with authentic signatures; a table broken into 200 small pieces @ la W. 
Jeffrey; another table vanishing altogether; many apports of flowers 
through solid walls besides apports of plants and a piece of ancient 
sculpture @ Ja Charles Bailey; notes played on musical instruments and 
the pages of a large music book turned by invisible hands; marks of 
fingers in clay and initials traced on smoked paper contained in sealed 
boxes ; kisses by invisible beings and weird black silhouettes cowering in 
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corners; astonishing phenomena in a tomb in a cemetery in daylight and 
many other wonders of a like order. Many photographs were taken by 
the authoress and some reproductions are included in the book. Thus 
Pl. 20 illustrates what appears to be a person dressed in a sheet with a 
muffler hanging down and a large napkin over his face; Pl. 21 shows a 
similar figure only with the face uncovered revealing a ghastly and 
grinning skull, whilst Pl. 22 shows us a ferocious looking negro in a 
cassock and a sheet for a cloak brandishing a large scimitar and poking 
forward a broad, soft-looking slipper as he advances; Pl. 26 illustrates 
another phantom. This time it is a soldier in uniform, a full-bearded 
man with his buttons and stripes shining and the light reflected off the 
polished surface of his boot. Certainly on glancing over these pictures 
we might imagine ourselves back with old Col. Olcott of the rolling eye 
making the acquaintance of his People from Another World. 

At this stage the reader may ask what evidence the book contains in 
support of these marvels and what testimony has been published from 
independent witnesses. The chief authority relied on by the authoress is 
the late Dr. d’Oliveira Feijao, who was present at a good many of the 
sittings, and who arranged for some of them to be held at his own house. 
Flammarion calls him an “experimentateur averti”; he himself says 
that he knew very little of occult matters (p. 144) so the reader will be 
able to judge what his testimony is worth. Another witness is Dr. 
Souza Couto, (since dead), a lawyer, and there are others such as Mr. 
Lacombe and friends of the authoress. 

It is certainly very unfortunate that the greatest outbreak of psych- 
ical phenomena the world has ever seen should have occurred at a time 
when no psychical researcher could be in attendance in order to devise 
some better control and experiments than those instituted by the circle. 
The book indeed cannot be criticized. It lacks every detail necessary for 
a proper understanding of the conditions. We should like, however, to 
hear the opinion of Count Castelwitch, who always appears to have 
retired to bed immediately the ladies sat down to witness marvels more 


wonderful than the most extraordinary phenomena ever recorded 
hitherto.—E. J. D. 








